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Forward to Songs of Horses

Sincethe dawn of civilization the horse and the Muses have been boon companions in all the heroics of
mythology and history. The Ancients regarded the horse as a being of divine origin, possessing
supernatural power, and their creation of the Centautthe onlyone of the fanciful monsters of

antiquity to which any good traits were assignedas one of their tutelary deities, was the direct results

of their efforts to establish an indissoluble bond between themselves and their gods.

Neptune, to whom the creatin of the horse was attributed, might be called the original patron of

horseracing. The horses which pulled his chariot over the ocean had brazen hoofs and golden manes,

and where he drove, calm succeeded storm. The golden Chariot of the Sun that Phomlais the

heavens was drawn by three white horses, the gift of Neptune. Pegasus, the horse of the Muses, has

always been exploited by the poets of all modern languages2 (G | 6 f & A Yy HeénkyH\VwBeielLJS | NB Q2
Vernon describes Prince Henry as vaulting

GX oAGK adzOK SFasS Aydaz2z KAa aSlki

l'a AT |y |y3aSt RNRLILIOR R2gy FTNRBY GKS Of 2dzRa
To turn and wind a fiery Pegasus

l'YR 6AG0OK G(GKS g2NIR 6AGK y20fS K2NESYlYaKALIDE

No less a personage than that husky brute of a Roman emperor, Caligula, honored his favorite horse
Incitatus by appointing him a Roman Consul, much to the confusion of the dissipated dandies of his
O2dzNIiz 6K2 O2yaARSNBR Al |y dzy YSNAGSR GK2NRBRS¢ 2V
within.

The intimate identity of the horse witthe lift and literature of all peoples, since civilization began, has a

most interesting scientific explanation as well. From the little-faeed Eohippus of Eocene times,

through the fourtoed and threetowed intermediate forms, down to his wonderful mentday

development, the original species has never changed. Whatever his evolution during millions of years,

the horse has always been a horse, and, according to our dear old friend Job, got a lot of satisfaction out

2F AGT KSyOSIAkeEeH2 aRANESF 6SYSYyli AyaiARSe® LYRSSR (KS
been coincidental with that of man himself.

G{FAR GKS fAGGES 92KALILIMzAY
YWLQY 3A2Ay3 (2 6S || K2NAERSZ
And on my middle fingenails

¢2 NdXzy Y& fAGGHES O2dz2NASPQE




GDARRIFLIEE tAGGES 06221 @
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Largo

Bought him of the Navajasshadow of a pony,

h@SNJ ySEFENI GKS [FNH2 RN} G NHzyyAyQ dzLJ ' yR R26yT
Twenty pesos turned the triakbroke me cold and stony;

Then | set to figure as | rambled into town.

W C 2 hadbthelfeel of him, twice he like to throwed me;

I S RARY QU KIF@S G2 FAIdz2NB adzyra WOl dzaS KS gl ayQid o N
¢KSYy KS G221 G2 HNezfigsho@mey R dzy1y26AYyQ

{LISSR (KIFG ¢ a dodMJoeRA aAyQ Ay | GgSydae

Wiry little Navajo, no bigger than a minyte
5AR I KSFLI 2F NBalGAYyQ dzLlJ 6KSy KS 3I20 GKS OKIyOS:
. dzli X S @S Ndhéelijsstitd Idcateldhat was in it,

AAAAA

CAYRAYQ dzySELISOGSR @&2dz ¢61a aSidAyQ 2y @2dzNJ LI yiGak

Thatwas higi KS [ F NH2 K2aa4T RARYyQl GF1S G2 a0OK22ftAyQT

wStlFeSR 2dzi 2F /IfASydQ Ayid2z {lydlF CST
CATGE YAES 2F {AO01AYQ alyR FYR y20 | 6Ay]l 2F F22¢
2 KSYy KS KAG GKS RSASNI GNI}Af SAYRAYQ R2gy OGKFG &1

Once they put a blooded hoss on the trail behind him;
tFaaSR YS tA1S | YIlyala o0t26T [ NBH2 RARYQO YAYRZ

KeptaNdzy YyAY Q &0GNRYy3A | yRSAHW SBAYR wiSIOY 2y SR G KI G
Like we did, in twenty mile, busted, broke and blind.

9OSN) 488y I Lyadzy NIOSK ¢AYSa L O2dd R WIHQ &2fR KA
Foradozencattlel Y2aid AYGSNBAGAYQ LINAROST

{80 (2 ¥abBugNihe/neareithat @aled him:

{ KdzO1 &H | $NJ O Behtih hiexd ofhebSléd mde dzt Ry Q

Took the brush and cumgombc il K2 dzZAKi KSQR dzy RSNRGF YR AGX

IAY + f2FFAYyQ f11@& 6A0GK KAa y2aS | ONraa (KS oFNAT
Reckon dudes come natural; as hard as he could land it,

He druv home his opinion while | gathered up the stars.




That was him the Largo hoss; never saw another
Desert hoss could beat him when we started out to float.
t SRAINBSK |I'S KIFIRYyQl y2yST I LRyeé 41

a KA
! R 2dzR3A Q FTNRY KAa 22 a L 3dzS 3 a KA

C:\-<
R M
Z R
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M

QX
-+ Qx
)y S

CKFIQ&B IKNVRAY Q k& RE RNBT SENIEOT

{Sff KAYK ¢K2dzZa3Ki @2dzQR a1l YS GKIGd b2NIKSNY YL A
Wdza i GKNBS K2dzZNEDP® b2 y20 G2RF&X LI NRYSNX 2 A K2 dzi
BrashcFNRPY KSNB (2 {lFyidl CS 6SQff 6ALIS Al 2FF (GKS af

Bought him of the Navajosbroke me cold and stony;

Butlgotaolltodaycii St f @2dz ¢KIdG LQff R2

WARAY3IQ a2dziKK 2Sftfx LINRYSNE LQff 2dzad 3IADS @&2dz
LT 6S AyQli Ay {FydGlF CS GKNBS K2dz2NBE | KSFR 27F @&2dzo

Henry Herbert Knibbs




WARAYQ

There is some that likes the city
DN} d4a GKI{iQ&d OdeNNASR &aY22i0K |yR 3INB
CKSF@dNBa FyR adNIy3ItAyQ O2ffl NEX
Wagons run by gasolire
.dzi F2NJYS AGQa KFgaS yR al RRf S
Every day without a change,
Andadesertsun-af I T Ay Q
On a hundred miles of range.

Just aNJA R ANYA GRIA Y1Q
5S&aSNI NALLI AyQ Ay GKS adzy=
Mountains blue along the skylirng
L R2y Qi Syge lyez2ySsS
2 KSYy LQY NARAYQO®

When my feet is in the stirrups

And my hawse is on the bust,

With hishoofsaF f  a KAy Q f AIKGAYQ

From a cloud of golden dust,

l'YR GKS olgtAyQ 2F GKS OFGadt s
sa02 YA Y Q eRiddgy (K

CKSY | FAYSNIEAFTS GKIFY NARAYQ
Would be mighty hard to find.

Just aNJA R ANVA GBS Y1Q

[(LEAGGAYQ f2y3 ONIOl& G(KNRIAK (GKS | ANE
{GANNRYQ dzLJ I o6l o6& Oeodfz2ySs

WALILIAYQ dzLJ ¢iKS LINAOLf& LISI NJ

'8 LQY NARAYQ®

L R2y Qi yS%&BR y2 | NI SEKAOA
When the sunset does her best,

tFAYOGAYQ SOHSNIFAGAYQ 3Tt 2NEB
On the mountains to the west,

And your opery looks foolish
When the nightbird starts his tune
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—
| —



YR (KS RSASNIQA aAf@PSNI Y2dzyd SR
By the torches of the moon.

Just aNA R AR GRA V1Q

Who kin envy kings and czars

When the coyotes down the valley

Aread AYIAYQ 2 GKS adl Na
LT KSQa NARAYQK

When my earthly trail is ended
And my final bacon curled

lyR GKS tFad INBIG NRdzyyRdzLIQa TFAYAA

At the Home Ranch of the world

ldoy Qi gl yi y2 KIFNLJA y2N KIf2Saz
Robes nor other dressed up things

Let me ride the starry ranges
On a pinto hawse with wings!

Just aNR&A R ANYA (RSA y1Q

b2aiKAy3 LQR fA1S KIFIfF &2 ¢Sftf
AsaNRP dzy RAY Q dzZLJ 6KS aAyySNa

That have wandered out of Hel

AndaNA RAYy Q®

S

R

11
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The OldTimer

He showed up in the springtime, when the geese began to honk;

He signed up with the outfit, and we fattened up his bronk;

His chaps were old and tattered, but he never seemed to mind,

W/ I dzaS TIEWROENBEBAYPVQ KS KIR ySOSNI 0SSy RS&AAIYSRT
| SQ& (KS ip@ntld& that Ras Gahishédin@v, of course,

With his hundreedollar saddle on his twentglollar horse.

IS ySOSN) aSSYSR (12 02GKSNJ 2@8SNJ F2NIlidzySQa dzLlJa | yR
YR KS yS@SN lindhe gangvasifull af irgivEsk Y Q 6 K S

He would lose his roundup money in an hour of swift play,

But he never seemed discouraged when he ambled on his way.

He would hitthetrail@éa A Y AA Yy Q> YR KAa avYAfS gl a 2dzi FdAZ f F2 NI
¢tK2dz2K KSQR f2ai MRy Gl yiOed S I IRRK SNBE SR KS

I have wondered where he wanders in these late, degenerate years,

When there are no boundless ranges, and there are no-kang steers;

dzi LQff 6FNNYyld KS Aada OKSSNFdzZ I GK2dza3K dzy FNR Sy Rf
And his cigarette is glowindiaugh his rub supply may fail;

C2NJ KS KI R f kFeddiracédlit taltde sodrc®,O NE i

In his hundreedollar saddle on his twentglollar horse.

Arthur Chapman
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Chiquita

.Sl dziATFdA H {ANE @2dz YIFIe alé az2d ¢KINI AayQid KSNI YI
Is thar,old galt Chiquita, my darling, my beauty!

Feel of that neck, siri K+ NDa @St @ &hi will ypukydiHvixgnli I R &

Whoal! | say. Jack, trot her out; let the gentleman look at her paces.

Morgant & KS Ay Qi y2GKAy3 StasSs FyR LQ@S 3J2G GKS LI LIS
{ANBR o0& /KALWLISGl [/ KASTFEZ IyR (G6St @S Kdzy RNBR R2f f |
Briggs of Tuolumne owned her. Did you know Briggs of Tuolumne?

.dzA0SR KAaaSt¥F Ay 2KAGS tAySs IyR o0fS¢ 2dzi KA& 0N

I SRY Qi y2 al @gSesx KSRt qdR(T Tiakd (¢ KF-2NBE AWIOOH H ¢ K G Qf f
b2iKAYy3IQ (G2 ¢KIG aKS 1Ay R23I ¢gKSy aKSQa 324 KSNI g
Hosses is hosses, you know, and likewise, too, jockeys is jockeys:

'YR Wil AyQli S@OQONEB YIy Fa OFry NRRS a 1y2s6a oKFG |

S NJ

¢

KnowtheoldfordontheFNJ] = GKIF G ySIENX¥e 324 CftryAaryQa tSI
Nasty in daylight, you bet, and a mighty rough ford in low water!

28ttt AG FAYyQl &aAE 6SS14a 32 (GKIFG YS FyR GKS W
Struck for that ford in the night, in the rain, and the water all round us;

R3

(V)

Up to aur flanks in the gulch, and Rattlesnake Creek justiat A y Q%
Not a plank left in the dam, and nary a bridge on the river.

| had the grey, and the Jedge has his roan, and his nevey, Chiquita;
And after us trundled the rocks just loosed from the top of thayon.

Lickity, lickity, switch, we came to the ford, and Chiquita

Buckled right down to her work, and, afore | could yell to her rider,

Took water just at the ford, and there was the Jedge and me standing,

And twelve hundred dollars of hofiesh afloatand aRNA F Ay Q G2 G Kdzy RS NH

22dzZA R 8S 0Qft AS@S AUH ¢KIFId yAIKOG GKIFIG K2aazr GKIFG W
Walked herself into her stall, and stood there, all quiet and dripping:

Clean as a beaver or rat, with nary a buckle of harness,

Justas sheswamthe Forkhal K2aasx GKIG ITNDR FAff@T [/ KALdAGE @

13
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¢KIFGdQa ¢KI G wwhatlditl fou day? En2theznevey! y R

Drownded, | reckon leastways, he never kem back to deny it.

.S aSS (GKS RIFEINYySR ¥22ft KIFIR y2 &aSrHdT &S 0O2dz RyQi K
And then, ye know, boysilvbe boys, and hosseswell hosses is hosses!

Bret Harte

14
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Riders of the Stars

Twenty abreast down the Golden Street ten thousand riders marched
Bowlegged boys in their swinging chaps, all clumsily keeping time;

And the Angel Host, to the lone, ladtast, their delicate eyebrows arched

As the swaggering son sof the open range drew up to the Throne Sublime.

Gaunt and grizzled a Texas man from out of the concourse strode;

He doffed his hat with a rude, rough grace, then lifted his eagle head

As the sulight air on his silvered hair and the bronze of his visage glowed:

dal NEGSNE GKS o62ea KIFE@S F Grt1 d2 YI1S 2y GKS GKA

Then a hush ran over the waiting throng as the Cherubim replied:

G1'S GKFG 6SAIKSEK GKS wKSdldhDestradge, YSYy> | S RSSYSGK &
Though He long hath known that ye crave your own; that ye would not walk, but ride,

h NBaildfSaa az2ya 2F (GKS yOASyld SINIKI &S5 YSy 27F i

¢CKSY sl NAf& &Ll 1S G4KS ¢SElFa YFyyYy ! LSGAGAZY YR
We here present if théaw allows and the Marster He thinks it fit;

2SS ff FTANBS (2 GKS GKAy3a GKIG 0S3 odzi 6SQNB 2y
So we took a vote and we made a plan, and here is the plan we writ:

GDAGS dza | NIYy3IST 2dz2NJ K2NBRSa YR NRLISAaT 2Ly GKS
Tun us loose in the unfenced blue, riding the sunset rounds,

Hunting each stray in the Milky Way and running the rancho straight,

Not crowding the dogie stars too much on their way to the bedding grounds.

dGal GSNA O] O2YSiéa (KI GWQa yNRzyoyMIyyaFR WA YR SF [gASNBE | NR LIS
{2 GKSeQfft ljdAd adl YLWSRAY3I (GKS aidl NNBE KSNRT y2 NIz
l'YR 6SQff al @S WapYimd,Andl 0s Bderd RilNall hie khére, N2 dzy R

Ready and willing to do our work as we did on the mesa lands.

G[ 2y 3 adedrie3andindrks, Sir; Taurus, the Bear and Mars,

Venus asmiling across the west as bright as a burning coal;

Plain to guide as we punchers ride, nigktding the milling stars,

2 A0K {FaGdaNyYyQa NAyYy3IaA F2NIF K2YS O2NNIf FyR (KS 5ALJ

15
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a Ere we have nothing to do but yarn of the times that have long gone by;

l'YR 2dzNJ aAy3IAy3adsT AG R2SayQiG FTAG Ay dzlJ KSNBI (K2 dz3
hdzNJ K yRa NB AGOKAYy3I G2 agAiy3a | NRLIST 2dzNJ £ S3a |
We ask you, Marster, totyr dza f 22aST 2dzad 3IAGS dza Iy S@Sy oNBI |

Then the Lord He spake to the Cherubim, and this was His kindly word:

G1'S GKFd 1SSLISGK GKS GKNBST2fR (Sea akKlftft 2LSy vy
Turn these men to their work again to ride with the starry heard;

Myglorysingdy GKS {(2Af GKS& ONIGST Wiria GKSANRDP® L g2 dz

Have you heard in the starlit dusk of eve, when the lean coyotes roam,
The Yip! Yip! Yip! Of their hunting cry and the echo that shrilled afar,
While you listened still on a desert hill and gaagthe twinkling dome

As a viewless rider swept the sky on the trail of a shooting star?

Henry Herbert Knibbs

16
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The Range Rider

Up and saddle at daybreak,
Into the hills with the light,
While still on pinon and cedar
Lingers the wings of night;
Clatter of hoofs in the canon,
Scatter of horns on the trail;
Dim forms lost in the chaparral,
Fleeing like frightened quail.

Follow! the deer behind them
Pant in a beaten race;

Light in its flight is slower

Than a mountain steer in chase.
W2 | NB Hack bKill-chargés;
Head down, red eyes aglow;
Crack! Crack! the pistol flashes
God, but a noble foe!

His black bulk reels from the pathway,
The horses reek and sweat;
Unsaddle a space and breathe them,

¢tKS RIFedQa o0S¥2NB dza &Sidy
Look back from oubed of bracken

| SNB 2y (KS ¢2NI RQa 3INBSyYy
,2dzQR tAS G tSaa SIHasS Ay

But for pistol and surset hoof.

What! Is your nerve so shaken?

A man can die but once!

Who shirks the game for the chanrsent end
Is a coward soul, or a duac

The turn of a looseinched saddle,

The plunge of a keeourved horn

Play down teday and temorrow

Who cares that we were born!

NR 2T
GKS 3N

Sharlot Meredith Hall

17
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Burro

Beloved vagrant of the ample ear;
Philosopher; gray hobo of the dunes;
Delight of childen; thistlechewing seer,
From Lebanon and eld, how many moons?

Muse of manana; sturdy foe of haste,
Complacent in your poise, your attitude;

A statue of dejection, shagdgced,

Or plodding with your pack of cedar wood;

Pausing to turn your heaglith motion stiff,

As though you halimagined something wrong;
Wondering if you were there, complete, or if
The rest of you forgot to come along.

What melancholy thoughts bestir your breast,
When, like an ancient pump, you lift a tone,
Lose it andift another, with a zest

Known to no beast on earth save you alone?

Your melody means something deep, unseen,

I a02NASR YSYQNE 2F a2YS 2fR w2YlIyoOoS:
And ears attuned to mysteries, might glean

More from your song than simple assonance.

You sing th&ruth, without a touch of guile,
And Truth were sad enoughand yet your guise
Of Marchmad melancholy moves a smile,
And thus the world is richer, buriwise:

Richer, because you are yourself; you please
That subtle sense that loves the ludicrous,
Sorning no lesson. Oh, Demosthenes

Of Andalusia, left to preach to us!

18
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Dogging the sunlight of some empty street
Content with what your indolence may find
Let the world rock, and you will keep your feet;
Let the world run, and you will stray behind

—
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Lasca

I want free life and | want fresh air;
And | long for the gallop after the cattle
In their frantic flight, like the roar of battle;
The melee of horns, and hoofs, and heads
That wars and wrangles and scatters and spreads
The green bendh and the blue above,
And dash and danger, and life and leve
And Lasca!

Lasca used to ride
On a mouseyray mustang, close to my side,
With blueserapeand brightbelled spur;
| laughed with joy as | looked at her!
Little knew she of booksr creeds;
AnAve Mariasufficed her needs.
Little she cared, save to be by my side,
To ride with me, and ever to ride,
From San Saba's shore to Lavaca's tide.
She was as bold as the billows that beat,
She was as wild as the breezes that blow;
Fromher little head to her little feet
She was swayed in her suppleness to and fro
By each gust of passion; a sapling pine,
That clings to the edge of a beetling bluff,
And wars with the wind when the weather is rough,
Is like this Lasca, this love ofrai
She would hunger, that | might eat,
She'd take the bitter and leave me the sweet;
But once, when | made her jealous for fun,
At something I'd whispered, or looked, or done
One Sunday, in San Antonio,
To a glorious girl on the Alamo,
She drewrom her garter a dear little dagger,
And--sting of a wasp! it made me stagger
An inch to the left or an inch to the right,
And | would n't be maundering here-toght;
But she sobbed, and, sobbing, so swiftly bound
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Her tornrebosaabout the wound
That | quite forgave her. Scratches don't count
In Texas, down by the Rio Grande.

Her eye was brown, a deep, deep brown;
Her hair was darker than her eye;

And something in her smile and frown,
Curled crimson lip, and instep high,
Showed that there min each blue vein,
Mixed with the milder Aztec strain,

The vigorous vintage of old Spain.

She was alive in every limb

With feeling, to the finger tips;

And when the sun is like a fire,

And the sky one shining, soft sapphire
One does not drink ifittle sips.

* %k

The air was heavy, the night was hot,
| sat by her side, and forgeforgot;
Forgot the herd that was taking its rest,
Forgot that the air was close oppressed
That the Texas norther comes without warning,
In the dead of ight or the dawn of morning
And once let the herd at its breath take fright,
And nothing on earth can stop its flight;
And woe to the rider, and woe to the steed,
That falls in front of its mad stampede!

Hark! was that thunder? No, by the Lord!

| sprang to my saddle without a word:

One foot on mine, and she clung behind

Away! on a wild chase down the wind!

And never was fogkhase half so hard,

And never was steed so little spared

For we rode for our lives: you shall hear how we fared
In Texas, down by the Rio Grande.

The mustang flew, and we urged him on;
There was one chance left, and you have but-ene
Halt, jump to the ground, and shoot your horse,

21

—
| —



Crouch under his carcass, and take your chance;
And if the steers, in their franticourse,
Don't batter you both to pieces at once,
You may thank your star; or else, gelogke
To the quickening kiss and the ledawn sigh,
To the balmy air and the open sky,
In Texas, down by the Rio Grande.

The cattle gained on u&nd, just ag felt
For my old sbkshooter behind in my belt,
Down came the mustang, and down came we,
Clinging together, andvhat was the rest?
A body that spread itself over my breast,
Two arms that shielded my dizzy head,
Two lips that close to my lips weepressed;
Then came thunder into my ears

As over us surged the sea of steers,
Blows that beat blood into my eyes,

And when | could rise

Lasca was dead!

* %k

I gouged out a grave a few feet deep,

And there in Earth's bosom | laid her to giee
And there she is lyirgand no one knows
'Neath summer's sun and winter's snows;
Full many a day the flowers have spread

A pall of petals over her head.

And the little gray hawk hangs aloft in the air,

And the sly coyote trots here and there,

And the black snake glides, and glitters and slides
Into a rift in the cottonwood tree.

And the buzzard sails en

And comes and is gone

Stately and still, like a ship at sea.

And | wonder why | do not care

For the things that are, like the thingsat weret

22

—

et



Does half my heart lie buried there
In Texas, down by the Rio Grande?

Frank Desprez
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The Pony Express

The eddies swirl in the treacherous ford,

And the clouds gather dark ahead,;

And over the plain, where the sunlight poured,
Scarce gleam does the pale moon shed.

The pony drinks, but with gasp and sob,

And wan is the man at its side;

The way has been long, past butte and knaob,
And still he must ride and ride.

Now the cinch is drawn and the plunge is made,

And the bank of thetream is gained;

Eyes study the darkness, unafraid,

YR YySQSNI A& (KS 3J22R K2NES NBAYSRO®

And the hoofbeats die on the prairie vast,

¢t2 GKS f2yS g2tFQa FyasgSNAy3I o Af
Thus the ghost of the Pony Express goes past

On the grasgirown Overland Trail.

Arthur Chapman
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The Trail of Death

We rode from daybreak; white and hot
The sun beat like a hammstroke

On molten iron; the blistered dust
Rose up in clouds to sear and choke;
But on we rode, grayhite as ghosts,
Bepowdered with that bitter snow,
The stinging breath of alkali

From the grim, crusted earth below.

Silent, our footsteps scarcely wrung

An echo from the sullen trail;

Silent, parched lip and stiffening tongue,

We watched the horses fall and fail:

WE 01 Qa FANRGT sttt Ol dZAKG Yeé &id A NNHzLJ
God help me! but | shook him off;

Death had not diced for two that day

¢t2 YSSG KAY Ay GKIG 5S@OAfQa GNRBJIAKOD

| flung him back my dry canteen,

An ounce at most, weighed drop by drop

With life; he clutched it, drank, and laughed

Hard, hideous a peal to stop

The strongest heart then turned and ran

With arms outflung and mad eyes set,

{GNIA3IKG 2y gKSNB WwW3arAiyald GKS Rdzy aj
Green trees stood up, and cool and wet,

(D’
Q
QX

Long silver waves broke on the sand.

The cursed mirage! that lures andutats
The thirstscourged lip and tortured sight
Like some lost hope that mocking haunts
A dying soul. | tried to call,

The dry words rattled in my throat;

And sun and sand and crouchingsky
God! How they seemed to glare and gloat!

NA Y
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Reeling | caughhe saddlehorn;

On, on; but now it seemed to be

The springhouse path, and at the well
My mother stood and beckoned me:
The bucket glistened; drip, drip, drip,
| heard the water fall and plash;
Then keen as hell the burning wind,
Awoke me with itdiery lash.

On, on; what was that bleaching thing
Across the trail? | dared not look;

But ort blind, aimless, till the sun

Crept grudging past the hills and took

His curse from off the gasping land.

The blessed dusk ! my gaunt horse raised
His headand neighed, and staggered on;
And |, with bleeding lips, hatfrazed,

Laughed out; for just above us there,
Rockcaught against a blackened ledge
A little pool; one last hard climb;

Full spent we fell upon its edge

One still forever. Weak | lay.

And drank; hot hands and temples laved:
Jack gone, alas! the horses dead;

But night and water | was saved!

—
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The Song of the Leather

When my trail stretches out to the edge of the sky
Through the desert so empty and bright,

WhenL QY g GOKAYQ (KS YAfSa a GKS& 32 ONIgftAyQ oeé
AndaK2 LAY Q LQff 38 GKSNB o6& yA3IKi(GEZ

Then my hawse never speaks through the long sunny day,

But my saddle he sings in his creaky old way:

a 9 It &asy easy

C2NJ I GSYLISNRG LI OS AyQli | ONARYSO

Let your mounhit it steady, but give him his ease,

C2NJ 0KS adzy KIFIYYSNE KFENR FyR GKSNBQa ySOSNI I O6NBS
2SS Ay 3ISG GKSNBE Ay LX Syide 2F GAYSodE

2 KSy LQY | FGSNI a2YS ONRGGOSNI KFGQa KAG GKS KAIK f
Andad LJOZNNRA Y Q Y& KIFgasS GAaftf KS FtAasSax

2 KSY LQY gl (DXAVRANINKENBDKAYO Yeé NRLISX

Andag AY1AYyQ GKS &a¢6SFHd FNBY Yeé SeSaxz

Then the leathers they squeal with the lunge and the swing,

And | work to the livelier tune that they sing:

GwSI OK WAYH NBIFOK WAYH NBIOK WAY

If you lather your hawse to the heel!

¢ K S I & be slow and a time to be quick;

bSOSNI YAYR AT AlGQa NRPdzAK FyR (GKS 06dzaKSa IINB GKAO]
tdzf £ @2dzNJ KIFI G0 R2¢y yR FftAYy3a Ay (GKS aG§SSft H¢

2 KSY LQ@S NHzAa Gt SR Fff RFEe& GAff LQY FTOKAYQ FT2NJ NBa
YR L WY 2NRENEDR | yYAIKID

Withthe tired littleY 2 2y KIF y3AyQ t2¢ Ay (GKS ¢gSai

l'YR Yé &afSSLAySaa FTAIKGAYQ Yé LINARS:

Then | nod and | blink at the dark herd below,
And the saddle he sings as my hawse paces slow:
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G { f & Sdefiy sleepy

We was ordered a close watch to keep,

.dzii LQf £  anfadrawsgoddey a2y 3
Alltheworldis&ay 221 Ay Q a2 ¢gKeé akKz2dAZ R yQi 6SK
D2 (G2 afSSLIE LI NRYSN YAYyS:T 32 (2 4&f

Badger Clark
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¢tKS htQ /2¢6 11¢as

2 KSy Al O02YSa (2 alFRRfS KlFIgaSasxs GKSNBQa | RATFTFSNEB
There is fancgaited critters that willdzA & a2 YS FSf f SNDa ySSRaAT
ThereisnagshighNSR | yQ G(G2yeés gAGK | aY220K yQ AKAye& &1
CKIFIG gAff OFLIGIINBE ff GKS NIOSa GKFG &2dz gl yid (2
.dzi FSNJ 2yS GKFG ySOSNI GANBaAaT 2yS GKFGQa FFAGKTIA
hy$ GKE@G F ¢t dza ouwant tb slanith thio@iNE 6 KSy &

CKSNBE A& odzi 2yS O6NBSR 2Q ONARGGSNER GKIFQ SOSNJI Ol
CKFG oAftf | ffdza BahiffROZKSKINF D3 GIY Wi Aa GKS

(p))
Q
Qx
Q)¢
O
Z
&
N
(@]
(@]
D’

b2 KS IAyQl a2 YdzOK F2NJ 6Sltdzies FSNI K
lyQ KAa GSYLIS N GENIKE@a aIAAR IS YRAarIRIR
CSNJ KSQfft (GF1S G4KS GNIXAf 2Q Y2NYAYyQas

Ontherange& dzy G A Yy Q fCLIAGYECE A2yNI 22 (126 Yy @

lyQ KSQff fSI@S GKS YAfSa 0SKAYR KAYXZ yQ KSQff y
W/ dd KSQ& | gAfftApgy@he®NRAGGISNI 6KSy KSQa 3I2AyQ |

hKZ @2dz2NJ 6 K2NRPAdZAKONBR G NzyyAyQ Ay I NIXOS YlLé& 68
dzi FSNI FEf RIFESTINRARAGXW fISIYVSSHK I S (G KS

(@]
w»
>
[t

dzLJ 2 N.

When my soul seeks peace and quiet on the Home Ranch of the blest,

2 KSNB y2 aiG2N¥a 2N adl YLISRDA NSRAGKRSNE yQ GKS (NI A
2 KSy Y& ON}YyR KFa 0SSy AyalLlSOGSR FyQ LINRy2dzyOSR i
lyQ GKS 0602aa KlFra t221SR YS 20SNJIyQ Kra (2fR YS L
hKX L WY K2LAYQ gKSYy LQY f2LIAYQ 2FF I ONRaa GKFd o

CKIFIG L ¢2yQlG 6S Ay | &aFRRES 2y I ONARGGSNIYSs FyQ
Bui LQY LN} @AYyQ S@OSNE YAYYAG GKIFG dzZLlJ GKSNB LQff NA
CKFEG 0A3 KSIFIGSYytMNI@I®G2 2 KIFd2NE 2y |y

Earl Alonza Brininstool
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The Roan Cayuse

Colt she was when | spied her, stray on the open range;

{O0FNDAYQ LR22NE T2 NrholésGrbetdeerRk o1 a GKAY YR gl GS
L NRLISR KSNJIYR GKNBg YR GASR KSNE F2NJL al g
And on her breast was a bartire cutt the worst | have ever seen.

w»

akK

¢Ff1 lFro2dzi ydzZNEAYQH aleéoS GKIFIG K2aa ¢layQid NIA&SR
Boys they joshed when they saddlegd and when they rode in at night;

GsKH 52y Qi e2dz ¢61/1S GKS aloeH {le&x OIFlyQil @&2dz dzy RS
/ dZaaAyQ R2y Qi 32 Ay (KA&A K2NBRSLAGFEXZ 2N 520Qff 3S

[22]1 G KSNIy26H [A1S O2LIINE AKAYAYQ FyR &t SS{
Follow a mountain trail allay and finish& G SLILIAY Q KA IKD

b2GKAYQ 2dzi KSNB OFly adtd2L)l KSNE yR akKsS t2L35a tA1S
Wicked as fire to a strangerbut as gentle to me as pie.

Look at her straightizLd S| NEX y2¢3 tAaGSyAyQ (2 @2dz FyR YSH

I SNJ SeSa | NB | agMWyy ljadsSHaiias yia2r Ri2dy R

Understands what she hears? Now, watch when | call and see

I 26 aKSQftf OANDES I NRdzyR (2 Y& &ARS FyR FtlLidSy K

Bronco? YasR2y Qi LJ & (2 |jdzZANIG KSNXP» LQY oNRyO2 YeasStFz
t AUOKAY Q MNRRK yiQdz&S LKE NRRQI ¥4 AT L OFlyo

But a quick, hard word will hurt herfor a hoss has peculiar ways;

'aS Fye K2aa ftA1S | KdzYty FyR KSQff GNBFG &2dz 2dza

_2dzQR NARS KSNK ¢KIF{iQa y2i( &dNLINAAAYI F2N 2dzRIAYQ
But flowers are scarceaktA & GAYS 2F &@SFNJ FYyR GKSNB Aa yQid | LI
(KS AdNB ySSRa SESNDAAAYQT Wi 62df R R2 KSNJ I 20

.dzi LOR KIF8edgQaSYO0eAaS €2dz Ay Qi o6daAf G NAIKG (2

Remember thatoldi A YS &l 8Ay QI OtWyORSR dzLJ Ay | (g2

GCKSNEI Aad Kgaa (GKIFIG OFyQli 6S NRRS®E 'yR Ylyeé | NAR
.dzi 6KSY AG O2YSa (2 adreiryQs ¢gKex &2dz OFyQid adl e
G¢CKSNE Aa yQiu | Yly GKIG OFyQid 6S GKNRgSRE Aa GKS
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G¢KIG NRFY OFeédzasS 27F (rfaSelikezhftOK2£¢Y gKSYy || K2aa KI &
,2dz Oy FA3dzZNB Ada NBLWziF A2y SgAGK2dzi FalAyQ Fyz2i
You can roll it up in your poncho, or bury it under your hat,

LGQa 2dzal -6 NAOASI®Ial (LBAIGG daS 0 &2 dz KI S y Qi KSI NRO®

You straighten them ears up pronto! Yo, 8 6 Ay Q @2 dzNJ 4§SSGK G YSH

| SNBSS y265 &2dz2lj dreidz &KV o LAY R o6FE8 2F KI &K
2dZQR 0dz2 KSNK T{&H-SNEK ST INRI 2l2yR a3 ®S ANRf t Ay Qs aSSH
Well, sheistheladytotalktol YR L 3IdzS&da GKIFI{iQa @2dzNJ I yasgSNE SKK

Henry Herbert Knibbs
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WhS y 2dzOQONBE ¢ KNR g SR

5

L¥ I FStsfrafdeDa oSSy

{AyO0S KSQ&a oA3 Sy2dzaAK (2 NARRSZ

And has had to sling his saddle

On most any colored hide,

¢tK2dzaK AGQa y20KAYyQ GKS& GF1S LINARS Ay:
Still most fellers | have knowed,

LT GKS& S@SNJ) R2yS YdzOK NARAYQX

Has atdifferent times got throwed.

All the boys start out together

For the roundup some fine day

2 KSYy @2dzQNB RdzS (2 GKNRg @&2dzNJ £ SI (G KSNJ
On a little waHleyed bay,

lyQ KS agStta (G2 oSG GKS ylLiAz2y

2 KSYy @2dzQNBE OAYOKAYQ dzZLJ §KS afl O1=
lyQ KS 1S®ha +Fy St Sali

In your saddle at the back.

He stands still with feet-a LINI g f Ay QX

lyQ KAa SeéS akKz2ga f20a 2F 6KAGSS
lyQ KS 1Ayla KAa aLAylFf O2fdzyy:
lyQ KAa KARS A& LWz01SNBR (A3IKOZ
'S adF NI EZIANNLANVQT yQ |

lyQ KS aidNAR{Sa 6KSy @&2dz 3SG ySI N
lyQ @XKdeYOdzy®) &2dz (GKdzYL) KAY

Till you get him by the ear,

Then your right hand grabs the saddle

lyQ @2dz {SGOK @2dzNJ A0ANNYzLE (223

Iy Q @2dz Gsh&idlel2 fAIKG |

Like a woolly buckaroo;

.dzi KS RNRLA KA&A KSIFIR yQ agAioOKSa:x
Then he makes a backward jump,

Qut of reach your stirrup twitches

But your right spur grabs his hump.
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lyQ a{GlFl& $gAGK KAYHé akKzdzia az2vy$sS ¥FStfSNI
¢t K2dzaK @2dz {y26 A0Qa K2LIS F2NI2Ny:=

LSS0 e2dzft akKz2¢g GKFG @2dz FAyQd &Sttt SN
lyQ @&2dz OK21S (GKS alRRfS K2Nyo®

Then you feel one reinrB N2 LILIA Y Q

lyQ @2dz {y2s KSQa 3I20 KAa KSIR T

lyQ @2dz2NJ aKANIL GFAfQa 2dzi yQ Ff2LLAYQT
lyQ GKS alFRRfS LlzZfta tA1S tSIFHR®

Then the boys all yell together

Fit to make a feller sick:

Gl Sesx e2dz aK2NI K2N¥YyzI RNRBL) G
Cry KA& FIFd FyQ NARS KAY ataAo
{ SSyare@BidzR2 6y | yQ FfeAyQs

Then your spurs begin to slip.

CKSNBQa y2 TFTdz2NIKSNIJ dzaS Ay OGNEBAYyQX
For the horn flies from your grip,

lyQ @2dz FSSt | @I 3dzS aSyaldirzy

As upon the ground you roll,

Like a violent separation

We¢ GAEG @2dzNJ 62Reé FyQ @&2dzNJ 42dzZ o

Then you roll agin a hummock

2 KSNBE @2dz fF& FyQ 3FaLl F2NJ oNBI KX

lyQ GKSNBQa a2YSUGKAYQ INRLIA &2dz2NJ aid2Ylr OK
Likethe fingeA NA LJA 2Q RSIF iKo®

They all offers you prescriptions

C2NJ GKS 3INALI IyQ FT2NJ 0KS ONZRdzLI

lyQ (KSe& 3IAPS @2dz LXIAY RSAONALIIA2YyaA
How youlooped the spiral loop;

They all swear you beat a circus

Or a hoochykoochy dance,

a2LIIAYQ dzLJ §KS OFy2yQa adaNFI OS

With the bosom of your pants.

¢CKSYy @2dzQft 3ISG dzlJ 2y @2dzNJ ONRGGOSNEX
But you have a job to stand;

For the landscape round you totters

AYQ @2dzNJ O2f fF NRa FdZf 2Q alyRo®

Lots of fellers give prescriptions

How a bronco should be rode,
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.dzi GKSNBQa FS¢ (GKIFIG IAPGSE RSAONALIIAZ2Y A
Of the times when they got throwed.

Anonymous
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A Saddlesong

To horse! as rode the knights of old for tourney afffdagy;

To horse! the world is wide, and ours, free heart and summer day:

Oh! Laughter now shall be our god and every care take wings,

l'YR 6SQff GF1S 2dz2NJ YI NOKAY3a 2NRSNE FNRY

The gipsy blood is coursing red along each leayang

We are brothers to the bursting flower and kindred with the rain:
How the voice of Nature calls us! How it beckons! How it rings,
In the echoes of the marching song the old saddle sings!

¢tKS FTANI GNBSa aidlyRAy3d aSyiadaySt dakRry GKS
Have sent their message on the wind to fill us with unrest;

To mingle with our dreams the scent the healing balsam flings,

And blend the forest whispers with the song the saddle sings.

O jingling spur and rattling rein, brown earth and bending sky,
We turn to you to brim again the cup of life run dry;

Take toll of all the fancied gain that hasgent striving brings,
But set our days in measure with the song the saddle sings.

[atN

KS az2y13

Y2dzy il Ay

Sharlot Meredith Hall

35

—
| —



Marta of Milrone

I shot him where the Rio flows;

| shot him when the moon arose;
And where he lies the vulture knows
Along the Tinto River.

In schools of eastern culture, pale,
My cloistered flesh began to fail;
They bore me where the deserts quail
To winds from out the sun.

| looked upon thdand and sky,

Nor hoped to live nor feared to die;

And from my hollow breast a sigh

CStf 2QSNJ 0KS o0dz2NYyAYy3 gl adSo

But strong | grew and tall | grew;

L RNIYy]l GKS NBIA2YQa o6lfY |y
It made me lithe in limb and thew,

How swift | rode and ran!

And oft it was my joy to ride
Over the sanélown ocean wide
While, ever smiling at my side,
Rode Marta of Milrone.

A flood of horned heads before,

The trampled thunder, smoke and roar,
Of full four thousand hoofs, or more

A cloud, a sea, a stotm

O! wonderful the desert gleamed,

As, man and maid, we spoke and dreamed
Of love in life, till white wastes seemed
Like plains of paradise.

R

R

S

[}

>

36

—
| —



I SNJ SéSa ¢gAl0K [20SQa 3AINBIFG YFIAO akKzySy
.S YAYSI h al NIl 2F aAfNRYyS:

Your hand, your heart be all my gwH €

Her lips made sweet response:

GL t2@0S @&2dzz &8SaT F2NJ &2dz I NB KS
Who from the East should come to me

'YR L KIS ¢l AGSR f2y3HE hKXI ¢S
Were happy as the sun.

There came upon a hopeless quest,
With hell and hatred in his breast,

A stranger, whais love confessed
To Marta long in vain.

¢t2 YS aKS aLk2i1Sy ah OK2aSy YISz
His eyes are terrible with fate,

| fear his love, | fear his hate,

L FSIENI &A2YS f22YAy3 Aff HE¢

Then to the church we twain did ride,
| kissed her as she rode beside;
How fairt how passing fair my bride
With golden combs in her hair!

Before the Spanish priest we stood

h¥ {Fy DNBI2NR2Q&d ONRUGUKSNK22R
A shot rang out! and in her blood

My darkeyed darling lay.

God! | carried her beside

¢KS *ANBAYQA It 0FN 6KSNE aKS ONRSR
Smiling upon me ere she died,

G! RASdzz Yeé t20S> | RASdzH¢

L 1yStd 60S¥2NB {id® al NBEQa aKNRYS

YR KStR Y& RSIR 2ySQa KIYR Ay YAyS:
6+Sy3Stry0Sz¢ L ONRSRI ah [2NRI 0SS (KAyYyS:s
dzi L GK& YAyAaldSNHE
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| kissed her thrice and sealed my vow,

Her eyes, heresa-cold lips and brow,

GCFENBgStf>X Y& KSIFENI Aa ReAy3ad y263
al NIl 2F aAf NRYySH¢

Then swift upon my steed | leapt;
My streaming eyes the desert swept;
| saw the accursed where he crept
Against the blooded sun.

| galloped straight upon his track,

And never more my eyes looked back;
The world was barred with red and black;
My heart was flaming coal.

On, through delirious twilight dim
And the black night | followed him;
Hills did we cross and rivers swim,
My fleetfoot horse and I.

The morn lirst red, a gory wound,

hQSNJ ANRY KAffta FyR &l @3S 3aANRdzyRT
And there was never another sound

{1 2SS oSG 2F K2NARASAQ K22Fay

yi2 GKS YdNRSNBNDAa SFEN 6KS& &l ARZ

@ K2dz WNI 2F GKS R&FRH ¢K2dz WNII 2F GKS
Still on his stallion, black, he sped

While death spurred on behind.

Fiery dust from the blasted plain

SdzZNY G EA1S fTF@F AY SOQNE OSAYT
But | rode on with steady rein

Though the fierce sandevils spun.

Then to a sullen land we came,

Whose earth was brass, whose sky was flame;
| made it balm vih her blest name

In the land of Mexico.

pufi
(0p])
X«
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With gasp and groan my poor horse fell,
Last of all things that loved me well!

| turned my head a smoking shell
Veiled me his dying throes.

But fast on vengeful foot was I;

His steed fell, too, and wasfi¢o die;

IS FEtSR 6KSNBE I NRAGSNRA OKI yySt
Made way to the rolling stream.

Red as my rage the huge sun sank.

agd F2S oSyl t2¢ 2y (KS NAGSNDa
And deep of the kindly flood he drank

While the giant stars broke forth.

Then face to face and mao man

| fought him where the river ran,

While the trembling palm held up its fan
And emerald serpents lay.

The mad, remorseless bullets broke

From tongues of flame in the sulphur smoke;
The air was rent till the desert spoke

To the echoing hillafar.

Hot from his lips the curses burst;

He fell! The sands were slaked of thirst;
A stream in the stream ran dark at first,
And the stones grew red as hearts.

| shot him where the Rio flows;

| shot him when the moon arose;
And where he lies theulture knows
Along the Tinto River.

But where she lies to none is known
Save to my poor heart and a lonely stone
On which | sit and weep alone

Where the cactus stars are white.

R NE
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Where | shall lie, no man can say;
The flowers all are fallen away;
The desert is so drear and grey,
O Marta of Milrone!

Herman George Scheffauer
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Pardners

You baedeyed, toughmouthed sorof-a-gun,

.SONB | KFENR tAGGES oSLaag G2 oNBI1=Z
.dzi @ SQNB 3J2sekRdoF@rivd (G KS FTASNDS
lyQ @SQNB jdzAO1 Fa F NrddagtSaylriSo

Ye jolted me good when we first met

In the dust of that bare corral,

lyQ YSAGUKSNI 2yS 2F dza oAff F2NHBSI
The fight we fit, old pal.

But nowt well, say, old hoss, if John

D. Rockefeller shud come

With all the riches his paws are on

And want to buy you, you bum,

LOR flFdzZ3K Ay KA& FILIOS IyQ LI G @&2dz2NJ ySOj
lyQ aleée G2 KAY f2dzR yQ aidNRy3aY

GL g2dzZ R yQi aSftf e2dz 6KAa Rd2NYySR 2t R gNBO]
Forallyourwealtha 2 f 2y 3 HE

For we have slept on the barren plains

A/YQ OdzRRf SR F3FAyad GKS O2fRT

2 S00S 6SSy GKNRdIzZAK GSYLISada 2F RNAGAYQ NFIAya
When the heaviest thunder rolled;

2S00S NI OSR FNRY FTANB 2y GKS f2yS LN} ANBS
l'YyQ NHzy FNBY GKS YIFIR ail YLISRST

lyQ GKSNB AYyQl y2 Y2ySeé 0O2dAZ R o6dz2 FNRBY YS

I LI NR 2F @=BdzNJ aGefS FyQ o

{2 L NBO12y ¢SQff adiGdA0] (G23SGKSNE LI NRZ

Till one of us cashes in;

.S WNB 4ANE yQ (2dAK FyQ YAIKGE KIFNRZ

lyQ K2YSEASNE (223 GKIFYy &aAyo

.dzi @SNJ KSFRQ&a |ff GKSNB FyQ @SN KSINIQa Fff NRARIK
lyQ @2dzQ@S 6SSy | 322R LI NRYSNE (22>

lyQ AT &ES0a8al Oa8dzf | yQ 6KAGSX

2dz dzZ3feée 2fQ &a02dzyRNBft > @& 2dzH

5

Berton Braley
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The Meeting

2 KSy gLt 1AYQ R2gy | OAle aiNBSi:z
Two thousind miles from home,

¢KS LI 0Sai2ySa KdNIAYyQ 2F GKS TS5Si

That never ought to roam,

A pony just reached to one side

And grabbed me by the clothes;

He smelled the sagebrush, durn his hide!
You bet a pony knows!

| stopped and petted him, and seen

A brand upon his side;

LQff oSG I ONRaa (K
He useter hit his stride;

Some puncher of the gentle cow

Had owned him that | knows;

2 KAOK &alYS Aa ¢gKe KS 2Sad areay

(0p))

He knowed the smdll no doubt it weed

Him out of some bright dream;

In some far stream his thirst is slaked

He sees the mountains gleam;

He bears his rider far and fast,

And real the hull thing grows

2 KSy L O2YS a2NISNJRNAFOGAYQ LI &l
With sagebrush in my clothes.

Poor little hossL 1 Qa G 2dzZaK G2 oS

Away from that fair land

Away from that wide prairie sea

With all its vistas grand;

| feel for you, old hoss, | do

LGiQa KINRXZ GKS ¢gl& fAFS 32SarT
LQR tA1S G2 aNI @St o0l O] 6A0GK &2dz
Back where that sagebrush grows!

LIN} ANRS 3INBSYS

Gl 246 H
¢t KSNBQa al 3SoNHAK Ay @2dzN) Of 2 KSa dé

Arthur Chapman
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Two-Bits

Where the shimmering sands of the desert beat

Ly ¢l @Sa G2 GKS F220KAffaQ NHA3ISR

And catclaw and cactus and brown mesquite
Elbow the cedar and mountain pine;

Under the dip of a wingwept hill,

Like a little gray hawk Fort Whipple clung;
The fort was a pen of peeled pine logs

And forty troopers the army strong.

At the very gates when the darkness fell,
Prowling Mohave and Yavapai
Signalled with shrillayote yell,

fAYySSE

hNJ Y201 SR (KS yA3IKG 26fQa LASNOAY3I ONEBT

Till once when the guard turned shuddering
For a trace in the east of the welcome dawn,
Spent, wounded, a courier reeled to his feet;
G ! LI ©rsiSgr Wingatet ¢ | NJ/ H §

G! YR KIfF KISKS FGiN® 2/ lNBFSH @ | YLIHE

¢CKS [/ FLIWGFAY YdzZiGSNBRY a¢K2aS RSOAf

White-lipped he called for a volunteer

¢2 NARS (oacés 28 vy R OF NNB (G KS 42NR

Gl t2yST AdGQa + 3IFYS 2F KARS

hyS YLy Yie 6Ay 6KSNB GSy ¢2d#

Himself the saddle and cinchsst
' YR KSI RSARI &ié¢ 622 NJ 0 KS +SNRS

Geag20aHe 129 KAa adatt SesSa
The bravest soul of them all was he!

Hero of many a hargvon race,

With a hundred scars for his pedigree.

Wary of ambush, and keen of trail,

Old in wislom of march and fray;

And the grizzled veteran seemed to know

The lives that hung on his hoofs that day.

Q)¢
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4! $6SS1TH D2R aLSSR @&2dz FyR YI1S Al tfSaaH
WARS o6& yAIKG FNBY GKS NRARGSNI 2y dé

Caps were swung in a silent cheer,

A quick salute, and the word wgsne.

Sunrise, threading the Point of Rocks;

Dusk, in the canyons dark and grim

Where, coiled like a rope flung down the cliffs,
The trail crawls up to the frowning rim.

A pebble turned, a spark owstruck

From steelshod hoofs on the treacheroust,
Ears strain, eyes wait in the rocks above
For the faintest whisper, the farthest glint;
But shod with silence and robed with night
They pass untracked, and mile by mile
The hills divide for the flying feet,

And the stars lean low to guide thwehile.

Never a plumed quail hid her nest

With the stealthiest care that a mother may,
As crouched at dawn in the chaparral
These two, whom a heatieat might betray.
So, hiding and riding, night by night;

Four days, and the end of the journey near;
The fort just hid in the distant hills

But hist! A whisper a breath of fear!

They wheel and turm too late. Ping! Ping!
From their very feet a fiery jet.

A lurch, a plunge, and the brave old horse
Leaped out with his broad breast torn and wet.
Ping! Thud! On his neck the rider swayed;

Ten thousand deaths if he reeled and fell!
Behind, exultant, the painted horde

Poured down like a skirmish line from hell.

Not yet! Not yet! Those ringing hoofs

Have scarred their triumph on many a course;
Andthe desperate, bloodrailed chase swept on,
'L OKS aAySga WwWIlLAyad
Hour crowding hour till the yells died back,

Till the pat of the moccasined feet was gone;
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And dumb to heeding of foe or fear
The rider droppedt but the horse kept on

Stiff and stumbling and spent and sore,
Plodding the long miles doggedly;

Till the daybreak bugles of Wingate rang
And a faint neigh answered the reveillé.
Wide swung the gates a wounded horse
Reddabbled pouches and riding gear;

A shout, a hrry, a quickilung wordt

YR &.220G48 FyR {IRRfSas

Like a stern commander the old horse turned
As the troop filed out, and straight to the head
He guided them back on that weary trail

Till he fell by his fallen rider deadt

Butthe man and the message saved. And he
Whose brave heart carried the double load,
With his last trust kept and his last race won
They buried him there on the Wingate road.

NJ vy 3
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El Hijo del Mar

This is a story of long ago

Before Ugarté of Mexico

The keel of his holy vessel laid;

Before the Monterey Cross was made,
Or masses sung by Junipero.

An old vaquero passing away

Told it beside Esto Bay,

While his horse listened outside the door,
Lifting and shaking his hackamare

Listened as if he had dreamed the lore

Of that brown Arab who swam ashore

Through mighty waves, through sézg gray,

2 AGK aKALIQa oSffa gl AfAy3
Doubtfully watching two strangers near,

Gringos and Northernerns that was clear!

T Sadly the brown colt chafed at the door,

T Sadly old Juan looked forth once more.

Down his halfoofed adobé old,

The Spaniard whispered of shigecked gold.
CrazyOld Juart they called him there

But still he talked of a galleon fair,

Blown out of her track from Asian isles,
Northward for many wearying miles,
Rudder broken and canvas in rags,

Hurled at last on those outer crags.

One brown stallion a wonderfil steedt

Won safe to shore and still his breed,

His bold, brown Arabs master the hills.

Each carries proudly his great white star,

[ 2dzR 6 KAYYASR WwdzZyQa O02¢ i

Sometimes the ocean rises and fills
Its endless murmurs with broodintsi
Sighings of women come from the deep,

G KI
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Cryings of children waked from sleep.
Sometimes the tides of Estero Bay
Bring oaken timbers to light of day;
Once a golden cup for blessed wine,
Last filled for some girl of ancient line,
As the storied g&on hung a breath
And slowly slid to her ocean death.

—
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Riding Song

Let us ride togethert

Blowing mane and hair,
Careles of the weather,

Miles ahead of care,

Ring of hoof and snaffle,
Swing of waist and hip,
Trotting down the twisted road
With the world let slip.

Let us laugh together,

Merry as of old,

To the creak of leather

And the morning cold.

Break into acanter;

Shout to bank and tree;
Rocking down the waking trail,
Steady hand and knee.

Take the life of cities!

I SNBQa GKS fAFS T2N) YSo
W¢ gSNB | GK2dzalyR LAGASE
Not to gallop free.

{2 6SQff NARS (23SIHKSNE
Comrade, you and I,

Careless of the weadr,

Letting care go hy.

Anonymous
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Orient and Occident
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The Ballad of East and West

Oh, East is East, diWest is West, and never the twain shall meet,
¢Aff 9FNIK FYyR {1@& adlyR LINXaSyidte |4 D2
But there is neither East nor West, Border, nor Breed, nor Birth,
2 KSy Gg2 aiNRy3a YSy adGdryR FI0S GarthFl OS> (K2Q GKSe@
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Kamal is out with twenty men to raise the Borede,

l'YR KS KFra ftAFISR GKS /2t2yStQa YINBS GKFG A& GKS
He has lifted her out of the stabl#oor between the dawn and the day,

And turned the calkins upon her feet, and ridden herdamy.

¢KSY dzLlJ FyR &aLlR21S GKS /2tft2yStQa azy GKI G
GLa GKSNB ySOSNII YIy 2F |ttt Y& YSy Oly
Then up and spoke Mahommed Khan, the son of the Ressaldar:

GLT @S 1y2¢ (KS-mistNe Kdw wheteispiskéts ave2 NI/ A y 3
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At dusk he harries the Abazmiat dawn he is into Bonaiir,

But he must go by Fort Bukloh to his own place to fare,

So if ye gallop to Fort Bukloh as fast as a bird can fly,

By the favour of God ye may cut him off ere he win to the TonduJagsai.

But if he be past the Tongue of Jagai, right swiftly turn ye then,

C2NJ GKS tSy3a34dK FYR GKS oNBIRGK 2F GKFG INRAT & LI T
There is rock to the left, and rock to the right, and low lean thorn between,

Andyemay hearabreb® 2 f 0 ayA Ol 6KSNB ySOSNI I YIYy A& &aSSyoé

¢tKS /2tf2yStQa a2y KlIFa GF1Sy I K2NBESST YR I NIg N2
With the mouth of a bell and the heart of Hell and the head of the gaHess

¢tKS /2t2ySftQa az2zy G2 GKS C2NI KlFa g2y GKSe@ O0AR K
Who rides at the tail of a Border thief, he sits not long at his meat.

| SQa dzZLlJ FyR | gl& FNRBY C2NI .dzlft2K Fa ¥Flraad a KS O
¢CAfft KS o6l a gl NB 2F KAa FlLUGKSNRa YIFINB Ay (KS 3dz
¢Aff KS gl a gl NBE 2F KhiérbaEk § KSNRA YINBE 6AGK YI Y
And when he could spy the white of her eye, he made the pistol crack.
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He has fired once, he has fired twice, but the whistling ball went wide.

G,S aKz22id tA1S I a2f RASNEE¢ YIFYFf aFAR® a{K2g y296
LGQa dzLJ I yR 2 @§ ablowh Susttie®ilg gbdzS 2 F WI 3|

The dun he fled like a stag of ten, but the mare like a barren doe.

The dun he leaned against the bit and slugged his head above,

But the red mare played with the snafftears, as a maiden plays with a glove.

There was rock tahe left and rock to the right, and low lean thorn between,

And thrice he heard abreeah 2 f § ayA 01 GK2Q ySOSNI I YIlIy gl a aSSyo

They have ridden the low moon out of the sky, their hoofs drum up the dawn,
The dun he went like a wounded bull, but the mare l&knewroused fawn.

The dun he fell at a watezourset in a woful heap fell he,

And Kamal has turned the red mare back, and pulled the rider free.

He has knocked the pistol out of his handsmall room was there to strive,

GWeglta 2yfe &eé [URA@XZNSET aesSy NBRS a2 f2y3 | ABSY
There was not a rock for twenty mile, there was not a clump of tree,

But covered a man of my own men with his rifle cocked on his knee.

If I had raised my bridiband, as | have held it low,

The little jackals that fleso fast were feasting all in a row:

If | had bowed my head on my breast, as | have held it high,

¢KS 1AGS GKFG ¢KAAGESEAa 1020S dza y2¢g ¢gSNBE I2NHSR

[ATKGfe FyasSNBR (GUKS /2f2ySftQa az2yy 52 3A22R G2 o
But count who comedr the broken meats before thou makest a feast.

If there should follow a thousand swords to carry my bones away,

.SEA1TS GKS LINROS 2F | 2FO1FftQa YSIE gSNB Y2NB (Kl

They will feed their horse on the standing crop, their men on the gaahgrain,
The thatch of the byres will serve their fires when all the cattle are slain.
But if thou thinkest the price be fair, thy brethren wait to sup,

The hound is kin to the jackapawn,t howl, dog, and call them up!

And if thou thinkest the pricbe high, in steer and gear and stack,

DA®S YS Y& FlIOGKSNRa YINB F3FLAyS FyR LQft FAIKG Y@
Kamal has gripped him by the hand and set him upon his feet.

Gb2 Grf1 aKrFfft o0S 2F R23ax¢ alAR KSI agKSy ¢g2¢t7F
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May | eat dirt if tha hast hurt of me in deed or breath;

2 KFG RFEY 2F flyO0OSa oNRdAZAKG GKSS F2NIK G2 2Sad I
[ AGKGEE yasgSNBR (KS /2t2yStQa az2yy 4L K2fR oé& (K
¢F1S dzLJ GKS YI NB 082 2RE BIKBK KMEA OAMNNKR SR | YI yHE

Ther&R YINB NIy (G2 GKS /2t2yStQa a2y |yR yddiltSR | :
G428 068 (62 AGNRY3 YSysé AFAR YFYLt G(GKSYyS dodai aK$
{2 aKS akKlff 32 @A0K-studdédkehii SNRA R26SNE Y& {dzNJjdz2 A
My broidered saddle and saddigoth, and silver§ A NNHzLJA (6 Ay ®€

YR KSER Al Ydd T ¢

tKS /2f2yStQa az2y | L2t RNBS
F2S3¢ &FAR KST dgAf
f
.

a,S KIragS GFr1Sy GKS 2yS FTNRY |
a! AAFG F2NI I AAFGZE &AFAR YIF YL
Thy father has senthigsy (2 YSI LQff aSyR

AO0NI AIKAGT al fAYD
& a2y (2 KAYHE

With that he whistled his only son, that dropped from a mourdaiastt

He trod the ling like a buck in spring, and he looked like a lance in rest.

Gb2¢ KSNB Aa (K& YlFILadSNEé¢ YIY)f &alARZI aoK2 fSIRa
And thou must ride at his left side as shield on shoulder rides.

Till Death or | cut loose the tie, at camp and board and bed,

Thy life is his thy fate it is to guard him with thy head.

{2 (K2dz Ydzad SId GKS 2KAGSineydzSSyQa YSFGX FyR | ff
l'YR (K2dz YdzAd KINNE (Keé T iM&NRE K2fR T2NJ 6KS LS|

And thou must make a trooper tough and hack thy way to power

.StA1S GKSe gAff NIAAS (GKSS (G2 wSaaltRINI gKSy L |
They have looked each other between the gyand there they found no fault,

They have taken the Oath of the BrotharBlood on leavened bread and salt:

They have taken the Oath of the BrotherBlood on fire and freslsut sod,

On the hilt and the haft of the Khyber knife, and the Wondrous Namfi€od.

tKS /2t2yStQa a2y KS NARSAE GKS YINB FYyR YIYIfQa o
And two have come back to Fort Bukloh where there went forth but one.

And when they drew to the Quartésuard, full twenty swords flew clear

There was not a man but carried his feudhathe blood of the mountaineer.

Gl FQ R2YSH KIFIQ R2ySHé¢ AFAR (KS /2f2ySftQa az2y® dat dz
Last night ye had struck at a Border thieto-y A 3K WwWiAa | Yy 2F (KS DdzARSa
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Oh, East is East, and West is West, and never the twaimséet,
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But there is neither East nor West, Border, nor Breed, nor Birth,
agdryR F¥HOS G2

2 KSyY
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Rudyard Kipling
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The Riding Camel

L ¢l a Wdzy Rl Qa NARAy3 OFYStod L ¢Syl Ay FTNRBYyG 2F (K
I was hung with shells of the Orient from saddle and cinch and rein.

| was sour as a snake to handle and rough as a rock to ride,

But | could keep up withthe westA Y RZ | YR Y& LI OS ¢4l & WdzyRIF Qa LINARS

L ¢l & Wdzy R Qa NARAYy3I OFYStd 2KSYy FTANRIG 6S tSTO 2dz
Camels were rare on the Queensland tracks as ropes made out of the sand;

But slowly we conquered a kingdom till down through the dust and heat

Not a road fronthe Gulf to the Border but carried the print of our feet.

And | was the riding camel. | carried himJunda Kham

The darkskinned Afghan devil made in the mould of a man!
| gave no service to others, yellow, or white, or brown,
ButJundaKhanwasnyl a G SNJr L {(yStd 6KSy KS al 22aKSRHé¢ YS R;:

When the gloom on his forehead gathered, when he fingered the blade at his belt,
The men who handled the nosdrings knelt low as the camels knelt;

For each of themt beast and driver from Koot to the caral-foal,

Knew that the man who led them owned them body and soul.

Northward | carried my master. The creek by the road was dry;
The sun like a burning wagavheel rolled down the western sky;
The dust was white on the saltbush, the ruts were deefpérbad,
And the camel behind me grunted at every lurch of his load.

A dustwhirl rose in the bushes and circled into the sky,

The shells on my harness rattled as its burning breath went by.

And out of the endless distance, cléardzii 2y ( Kg8, love2 NI RQa SR
Like a silver sail on the ocean the roof of a homestead shone.

The white man stood at my shoulder, sunburnt, lissome and straight;

Ly G4KS RSSLI 2F KA& S&Sa gta yasSNI G2 YIFIGIOK gA0GK 0
L 1y26 Y2 62NR 2T tiKS Q¥ SINBYR i KBSy &l 22 & K

And Junda sprang from my saddle, and the knife leapt out of his belt.
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There was a cry in the sunset, an echo that rang at the ford;

Then silence fell on the roadwaly till a scared-oalnel roared.

My master turned and mounted;felt the sting of his goad,

And we swept away through the saltbush; and the rest stood still on the road.

The night came up from the river, darksome and deep and drear.

Swift were my feet on the sandhill, but swifter followed his fear.

When the stas were dim in the daylight and the moon on the mulga, low,
A hundred miles of desert lay between the blade and the blow.

We were far from the fetter of fences and far from the dwellings of men,
Yet for less than an hour he rested, then mounted and ragiain.

| was sore and weary and thirsty when out of the blaze of noon,

We camped in the shade of a wilga clump and drank at a long lagoon.

Ah! Never was lifdlood taken of white, or yellow, or brown,

But the keereyed men in the helmets have riddéme taker down!

Never a trail on the sandhill of camel, or horse, or shoe,

Crossed by a hundred others but the trackers have tracked it through!

Sore of the saddle and weary, Junda, the Killer, slept;

But I, | watched from the bushes while the armeatiager crept.

Sharp came the call in the English tongue, and my master sprang from sleep,
Hand to the hilt of his Khyber knife, crouched for his one swift leap.

Brave are these outpost English, but simple as children be;

The pistolbarrel thatheld t A TS Kdzy3d €22aS G GKS GNR2LISNDRa
There was a flash in the sunlight, the gleam of a long, blue blade,

A cry in the noontide stillness, a corpse on the shitidaid.

I was his riding camel; but deep in my heart there stirred
Something of lusand anger | could not name in a word.

When he came to me swift and sudden, the bleed knife in his belt,
I could not kneel at his bidding as | and my sires had knelt.

Wrath at his longime goading, fear of his cruel hand

Made me araging deviltia KSI NR y2 YIyQa O2YYlI YyR®
And when he struck at my nostrils, mad with his human fear,

I clenched my teeth in his shoulder and clung till the blood ran clear.
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L 1yS8td 6A0K Y& 68A3IKG FyR ONMAKSR KAY® |8 RASRE
The soul of him sobs drtrembles where the grim Black Camels wait.

Could | do else, my brothers, | who remembered then
The moan of the ladenpaékS I 4G & | yR GKS YdzidSNJ 2F Wdzy Rl Qa YSyK

William Henry Ogilvie
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Muleykeh

If a stranger passedtheyei 2F 1 2aSeys KS ONRSRIZ a! OKdzZNI QaHé¢
hNJ KFLX &@X aD2R KStLI GKS YIy ¢6K2 KlFra ySAGKSNI alf i
Gblé&xé g2dd R I FNASYR SEOtIAYXI aKS ySSR& y2NJ LMAGe
More than who spends small thought on the sha@nd, picking pearls,

Holds but in light esteem thseedsort, bears instead

On his breast a moelike prize, some orb which of night makes morn.

G2 KIFG AT y2 Ft201a YR KSNRa SYNAROK (KS azy 27F {A
They went when his tribe was mulct, ten thousand camels the due,

Bloodvalue paid perforce for a murdeode of old.

WD2R 3PS GKSYX tSG GKSY 3I2H .dzii ySOSNI aAyOS (GAYS
Muleykeh, peerless mare, owned master the match of you,

YR @2dz NB Y& LINAIT ST Y& tSFNIT L fFdAK i YSyQa

{2 Ay (GKS LINARS wahdright fisaya2dz | dzZ3K&a | 2aSey

Do the ten steeds run a race of glory? Outstripping all,

9PSNJ adzAf Se{SK aidlyRa FANRG A0SSR Fd (GKS GA00G2NDa

2 K2 adFNISRZI (GKS 2¢gySNNRa K2LS: 3Sda akKkrYSR FyR Yl
W{AEfSYyOSzQ 2NE L adG odzi 2ySs A& W¢KS / dzFFSR=ZQ | &

2 K2Y (GKS LPRR2OKMEzEa F2NIKP wAIKIGX |1 2aSeys L al e&.

G.21ada KS adzAZ S81SK GKS tSFENIKé GKS AGNIF yISNI NBLIM
On him | waste nor scorn nor pity, but lavish both

On Duhl the son of Sheyban, who withers away in heart

C2NJ) Sy@ge 27F | 2cknSs3 gu@ils ndcde®] @ { dzOK & A

A certain poet has sung, and sealed the same with an oath,

WC2N) KBt BOXAINYR KSNRaAH ¢KS tSINI A& | LINRARTS | Lk
[ 22 5dzKf (GKS &2y 2F {KSéoly O2YS8Sa NARAy3I (2 |1 24a8e
YR KS OlFL&ada KAa al RR6B:é¢RasiRa KR SyiSNmR FyR at St
G,2dz FNB LI22NE L (1y2s (GKS OFdzaSy YvYeée LX Syde aklff
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In her purchase were scarce ill paid; such prudence is far from me
Who proffer a thousand. Speak! Long parley mayilagt2 2y 3 ®¢
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Sliteared, unblemished, fat, true offspring of Muzennem:

There stumbles no weadyed she in the line as it climbs the hill.

.dzi L f20S adzZ Se1SKQa FTFOST KSNJI F2NBTNRYy(G oKAGSYa
[ A1S I @St f 2 érest Kouschn#iSdo gazeoNIBdmY

Her fetlock isfoardt Lt KSR (22d a&daSt¥ Y GKS NAOKSNI atAftf o

A year goes by; lo, back to the tent again rides Duhl.

G, 2 dz | Nérted, by8 yhoisthanded, a very prince.

Why should I geak of sale? Be the mare your simple gift!

a® a2y A& LAYSR (2 RSIFIGK T2NJ KSNJ oSldzieT Y& 6AFS
Beg for his sake the Pearl! Be God the rewarder, since

D2R Ll &a RSodGa aS@Sy FT2NJ 2yST ¢K2 &ljdzr yRSNER 2y | A

{ I AR | 2aS @& ¢aeh nabdhlife ike @ Br@p, then gives
That lamp due measure of oil; lamp lightetiold high, wave wide
Its comfort for others to share! once quench it, what help is left?
The oil of your lamp is your son, | shine while Muleykeh lives.
Would | beg youson to cheer my dark if Muleykeh died?

It is life against life what good avails to the lif6 S NB F (i K ¢

Another year, and hist! What craft is it Duhl designs?

He alights not at the door of the tent as he did last time,

But, creeping behind, he gropes hisathy way by the trench

Halfround till he finds the flap in the folding, for night combines

With the robber and such is he: Duhl, covetous up to crime,

adzad oNRAYy3a FTNRY | 2aSeyQa 3IAINI AL 6KS tSINIzX o6& ¢KI G

al S ¢ abittkrgaheh&Nenpted with half my store,

And a gibe was all my thanks. Is he generous like Spring dew?
Account the fault to me who chaffered with such an one!

He has killed, to feast chance comers, the creature he rode; nay,tmore
For a couple of singingjrls his robe ks he torn in two

| will beg! Yet | nowise gained by the tale of my wife and son.

GL &a6SFNJoe GKS 1 2f@& 12dzaSy Y& KSFR gAftf L ySOSNI
Till I filch his Pearl away. Fair dealing | tried, then guile,

And now | resort to force. He said we must live or die;

Let him die, them let me live! Be bold but not too rash!

I have found me a peepiAgace; breast, bury your breathing while

I explore for myself! Now, breathe! He deceived me not, the spy!
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G! a KiSherg lied iRpeace Hoseyrhow happy! Beside

Stands ¢thered the Pearl; thrice winds her headstall about his wrist;
WeAad G§KSNBT2NEB th& Qoodthréighlibe rodf fevedl? dzy R
And, loose on his left, stands too that other, known far and wide,
Buheyseh, her sister born; fleet is she yet ever missed

TKS & A Y Y A yash distrearh (st théfthuhdBrous heels.
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Should enter and seize and fly with the first, as | mean to do.

What then? The Pearl is the Paadnce mountherwe® 0 K Sa Ol LIS ®¢

Through the skirfold in glides Duhl so a serpent disturbs no leaf

In a bush as he parts the twigs entwining a nest; clean through,

He is noiselessly at his work; as he planned, he performs the rape.

He has set the tentloor wide, has buckbthe girth, has clipped

The headstall away from the wrist he leaves thrice bound as before,

He springs on the Pearl, is launched on the desert like bolt from bow.

Up starts our plundered man; from his breast though the heart be ripped,
Yet his mind has thmastery. Behold, in a minute more,

He is out and off and away on Buheyseh, whose worth we know!

And Hoseyn his blood turns flame, he has learned long since to ride,
And Buheyseh does her parthey gairt they are gaining fast

On the fugitive pair, and Duihas EeDarraj to cross and quit,

And to reach the ridge Habanm no safety till that be spied!

And Buheyseh is, bound by bound, but a hdesegth off at last,

For the Pearl has missed the tap of the heel, the touch of the bit.

She shortens her stridehe chafes at her rider the strange and queer:

Buheyseh is mad with hopebeat sister she shall and must,

Though Duhl, of the hand and heel so clumsy, she has to thank.

She is near now, nose by tailhey are neck by croupjoy! fear!

What folly makes Hoseyn K 2 dzi 2 523 5dzKf X 5FYYSR a2y 27F (GKS 5dz
¢2dzOK GKS NARIKG SFENIFYR LINBaa gAGK 22dzNJ F220 Yeé t

And Duhl was wise at the word, and Muleykeh as prompt perceived

Who was urging redoubled pace, and to hear him was to obey,

And a leap indeed ga she, and evanished for evermore.

And Hoseyn looked one long last look as who, all bereaved,

Looks, fain to follow the dead so far as the living may;

¢tKSYy KS G(GdzZNYySR . dzKSe@aSKQa ySO|1 atz2s K2YSglF NR=Z
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And, lo, in the sunrise, still sat Hoseypoua the ground

Weeping; and neighbors came, the tribesmen of BAsad

In the vale of green HRass, and they questioned him of his grief;
And he told from first to last how, serpetike, Duhl had wound

His way to the nest, and how Duhl rode like an aoebad!

And how Buheyseh did wonders, yet Pearl remained with the thief.

YR (GKS& 2SSNBR KAYZI 2yS |
l2¢g StasS KIR KS ¢gNRdzAKIO KA
To have simply held the tongue were a task for boyid,

And here were Muleykeh again, the eyed like an antelope,
tKS OKAfR 2F KAa KSINI oét RFex (GKS gAFS 2F KAa o
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Robert Browning
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Consul Romanus

Shod with gold,
And bitted with gold,
Went an Emperor's steed in days of old.
On gilded oats this dtse was fed,
'Neath a golden canopy had his bed:
Rome bent the knee when he came in sight;
And he lived in a palace of marble white,
With a hundred slaves to serve his need,
For he was the Emperor's chosen steed,
The best and fleetest in all the ldn
And stroked and patted by Caesar's hand;
And his purple trappings of price untold,
Flashed with jewels,
And flamed with gold.

And the crazy Emperor laughed, and swore,
"There is not a king that | honour more;
For where shall | find, ithe Roman throng,
A man who's as handsome, as fine, as strong,
Or, among my parasite, fawning ring,
A friend who's as true as that speechless thing?"
And he sought about till he found a way,

Which gold and jewels could not express,
His thoughts tdhe whole wide world to say

If you hadn't heard it you'd never guess

Who made him a consul, nothing less
And the Horse was a consul that self same day.

So, with glittering guards in grand array,
You can see himfar on the Appian way,
Blazng with diamonds like a star,
Consul Romanus!!

S.P.Q.R.

And though patricians may turn and sneer,
The people laugh and the people jeer,
They laugh at the title turned to scorn,
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They jeer to see it so proudly borne;
For he looks so splerd]ihe steps so high,
As he tosses his jeweled head to the sky:
He spurns the earth with such proud disdain,
As he rattles his priceless bridle chain;
He is so shapely in every line,
So full of strength and yet so fine,
So handsome and so debonnaire,
So much a gentleman everywhere,

That you never saw,

Though you've traveled far,
Such a noble Consul

S.P.Q.R.

And when, to finish this equine lay,
The Emperor died (in a sudden way),
Reeking with murders, so they say,
Mad as a hatte fouled and stained
With every vice which the world contained;
Yet he got the tribute the world might pay
If mad Caligula lived tday:
"There are many worse:
He'd his faults, of course;
But he fostered sport, and he loved a horse."

—
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The Kentucky Thoroughbred

I love the hoss from hoof to head,
From head to hoof and tail to mane;
I love the hoss, as | have said,
From head to hoof and back again.

I love my God the first of all,
Then Him that perished on the Cross;
And next my wife, and then | fall

Down on my knees and love the hoss.

—
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The Early Morning Ride

The dawn has left a rosy light
Where scintillates the frosty sun,
Your coat is silken, soft and bright,
Oh, gentle horse, my lovely one.

A while we thread through crowded fares
With careful step and ears erect,

And arching neck, away she bears

To streams, where flying clouds redte

There, stretched before a mossy bank,

Its dew of morning still undried;

L (G2dzO0K Yé oSl dzieQa
She lifts her quivering nostril wide,

And, like an arrow in the wind,
Away, away, we flash as one!

While playing, straining muscles twkn
Her slender limbs to bear me on.

AKAYAY3 Filyls
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And never a trooper, high or low,

Could find hint catch a weasel asleep!

Till Trooper Scott, fromthe Sib] YI y Qta C2 NR

I o60dzaKYlFIYy>S (22 ka LQOS KSINR GKSY (iS¢t
Chanced to find him drunk as a lord

Round at the Shadow of Death Hotel.

5Qe2dz 1y26 GKS LI IFOSK LGQa I gF@aARS Ayy>

A low grogshantyt a bushman trap,

Hiding away in its shame and sin

Undertheshe® NJ 2 F / 2y NRP@ Q& DI LJ

Under the shade of that frowning range

The roughest crowd that ever drew breath

Thieves and rowdies, uncouth and strange,

2 SNB YdzZaGSNBR NRdzyR (i GKS a{KIR2¢g 2F 5SI{iKeé¢®

The trooper knew that his man would slide

Like a dingo pup, ifensaw the chance;

And with half a start on the mountain side

Ryan would lead him a merry dance.

Drunk as he was when the trooper came,

To him that did not matter a rap

Drunk or sober, he was the same,

¢tKS 02t RSaG NARSNIAY /2yNReéQa DI Lo

GL 6l yizeg2dzXKSwWa8INF2LISNI al ARX

G!'yR fAaGSy G2 YSI AF @&2dz RINB® NBaAradx
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'S &yl LIISR GKS aGSSt 2y KAa LINRA2YSNRAE gNRal:
And Ryan, hearing the handcuffs click,

Recovered his wits as they turned to go,

For fright will sober a mansaquick

As all the drugs that the doctors know.
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There was a girl in that shanty bar

Went by the name of Kate Carew,

Quiet and shy as the bush girls are,

But readywitted and plucky, too.

She loved this Ryan, or so they say,

And passing by, while her eyagre dim

With tears, she said in a careless way,

G¢KS {41 3IYIFIyQa NRdzyR Ay G(KS &aidlofSI WAY®DE
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Why should she care if he heard or not?

Plenty of swagmen far and near

And yet to Ryan it meant a lot.

That was the name dghe grandest horse

In all the district from east to west;

In every show ring, on every course,

They always counted The Swagman best.

He was a wonder, a raking bay

One of the grand old Snowdon strain

One of the sort that could race and stay

With his mghty limbs and his length of rein.

Born and bred on the mountain side,

He could race through scrub like a kangaroo;

The girl herself on his back might ride,

And The Swagman would carry her safely through.

'S ¢62dA R GNI @St 3IFLAfeé& FNRBY RIF&fAIKGIQa Tt dzaK
Till &ter the stars hung out their lamps;

There was never his like in the open bush,

And never his match on the cattteamps.

For faster horses might well be found

hy NI OAy3 GNFOl&z 2N LXIAyQa SEGSydG:

But few, if any, on broken ground

Could see the way thath® Swagman went.

2 KSy GKAA IFANIQa FIFHOGKSNE 2fR WAY /I NBg>

Was droving out on the Castlereagh

2A0K /2yNReQa OF{dGtSs + 6ANB OFYS (G4KNRJAK
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And he was a hundred miles from home,

As flies the crow, with never a track
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He left the camp by the sundown light,
And the settlers out on the Marthaguy
Awoke and heard, in the dead of night,
A single horseman hurrying by.

He crossed the Bogam Bandaloo,

And many a mile of the silent plain
That lonely rider behind him threw
Before they settled to sleep again.

He rode all night, and he steered his course
.8 UKS aKAYyAy3 &aidl N&
And every time that he pressed his horse
The Svagman answered him gamely still.

He neared his home as the east was bright.
The doctor met him outside the town

G/ FNBEgH 1 2¢6 FIFN RAR
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And his wife got round, and an oath he passed,

So long abke or one of his breed

Could raise a coin, though it took their last,
The Swagman never should want a feed.
And Kate Carew, when her father died,
She kept the horse and she kept him well;
The pride of the district far and wide,

He lived in style at the tah hotel.

Such was The Swagman; and Ryan knew
Nothing about could pace the crack;

[AGGES KSQR OFNB T2NJ GKS YIy Ay
LT 2y0S KS 324 2y ¢KS

But how to do it? A word let fall
Gave him the hint as the girl passed by;
b2GKAY3 o0 daistabl¢wall;IY I y
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He caught her meaning, and quickly turned
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And as soon as ever they turned their backs

The girl slipped down, on some errand bent

Behind the stable and seized an axe.

The trooper stood at the stable door

While Ryan went in quite cool and slow,

And then (the trick had been played before)

The girloutside gave the wall a blow.

Three slabs fell out of the stable wall

Wegla R2YS WTF2NB 1SOSNJ GKS GNRB2LISNI {ySe
And Ryan, as soon as he saw them fall,

Mounted The Swagman and rushed him through.

The trooper heard the hodbeats ring

In the stable yardand he jammed the gate,

But The Swagman rose with a mighty spring

At the fence, and the trooper fired too late

As they raced away, and his shots flew wide,

And Ryan no longer need care a rap,

For never a horse that was lapped in hide

Could catch The Swaggia Ay [/ 2y NRré Qa DI LD

'YR 0KIFIGQa (GKS aG2NERo [ 2dz ¢yl (2 1y26

If Ryan came back to his Kate Carew;

Of course he should have, as stories go,

.dzi GKS @g2NRG 2F AG Aa GKAAa ad2NEQa GNMUzSY
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Whatever poets and authors say

Of hightoned robbers and all their school,

tKSaS K2NBRSGKAST FStf2ga I NByQid odaAfd GKIG
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He sloped across to the Queensland side,

And sold The Swagman for fifty pound,

And stole the money, and more beside.

And to to drink, and by some good chance

Was killedt thrown out of a stolen trap.

68

—
| —

gl eod



And that was the end of this small romance,
¢tKS SYyR 2F (KS adtd2NrR 2F /2yNReéQa DI Lo
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Alexander Taming Bucephalus

G. NAy3a FT2NIK GKS aGSSRH¢ LG o1 a + fS@St

Broad and unbroken as the mighty sea,
When in their prison caves the winds lie chained.
There Philip sapavilioned from the sun;

¢KSNBZ Iff INRdzyRET GKNRY3ISR al OSR2Yy Al Q&

Bannered and plumed and armed vast array.
There too among an undistinguished crowd
Distinguished not himself by pomp, or dress,
Or any royal sign, save that he wore

A godlike aspet like Olympian Jove,

And perfect grace and dignitya youtht

A simple youth scarce sixteen summers old,
With swift impatient step walked to and fro.

9QSYy FTNRY GKSANI Y2YI NOKQa GKNRYSI (K

Those countless congregatianghat young form;

Andg KSy KS ONASR 3IFAYSI . NAy3a F2NIK
Like thunder rolled the multitudinous shout

Alongthe heaversa [ A @S5 | £t SEI yRSNHE

Then Philip waved his sceptesilence fell

hQSNJ I fWad&KISa LD dzh yid Y2YSyidQa L) dzasSx>
While every gleaming banner, helmmdspear

Sunk down like ocean billows, when the breeze

First sweeps along and bends their silvery crests.

Ten thousand trumpets run amid the halil

Of armies, asinvictorya [ A @S (G KS YAy 3IHE
And Philonicus, the Pharsalian, kneeled:

From famous Thessaly a herse brought,

A matchless horse. Vigor and beauty strove

Like rival sculptors carving the same stone

To win the mastery; and both prevailed.

His hoofs were shod with swiftness; where he ran

Gilded the ground like water; in his eye

Flashed the strange firef spirits still untamed,

As when the desert owned him for its lord.

Mars! What a noble creature did he seem!

Too novel for a subject to bestride
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Worth gold in talents; chosen for a prince,
The most renowned and generous on earth.

GhoSe Y& a¢gWs NKYBMNEROKREIAGSSRHE

The Monarch spoke. A signal to the grooms,

And on the plain they led Bucephalus.

Gaz2dzyz @lraalftsz Y2dzyiH 2Keé LI ftSa GdKeé OKSS|] gAlGK 7
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We gk a  I1tNb hardycould Eulbya neck

Clothed withsuch might and grandeur, to the rein:

No thong or spur could make his fury yield

Now bounds he from the earth; and now he rears,

Now madly plunges, strives to rush away,

Like that strong bird his fellow, king of air!

GvdzA O1Z GF 1S KAW KKBO3IZe gANIRFHR t KA A
G{GF &3 FrlldseknStNis gadlaitlsteed,

For that base grooms cannot control his ire!

DADGS YS G(G(KS oONARtSHé ! £t SEFYRSNI (KNB S
His light cloak from his shoulders, and drew nigh.

The brave steed was no courtier: prince and groom

Bore he same mien to him. He started back,

But with firm grasp the youth retained and turned

His fierce eyes from his shadow to the sun,

Then with that hand, in after years which hurled

The bolts of war among embattled hosts:

Conquered all Greece, and over Rerswayed

Imperial command 6 KA OK 2y ClFYSQ&a ¢SYLX S
Graved, Alexander, Victor of the Wortd!

With that same hand he smoothed the flowing mane,

Patted the glossy skin with soft caress,

Soothingly speaking in low voice the while.

Lightly he vaulted to his &t great strife.

How like a Centaur looked the youth and steed!

Firmly the hero sat; his glowing cheek

Flushed with rare excitement; his high brow

Pale with a stern resolve; his lip as smiling

And his glance as calm, as if, in dalliance,

Instead of dangemyith a girl he played.

Untutored to obey, how raves the steed!

Champing the bit, and tossing the white foam,

And struggling to get free, that he might dart,
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Swift as an arrow from the shivering bow
tKS NBAY A& t22aSySR® ab2éx . dzOSLIKI £ dza Hé
Awayt away! He lies; away away!
The multitude stood hushed in breathless awe,
And gazed into the distance.
Lo! A speck
I RIENJa2YS aLISO1t 2y GKS K2NAT 2yH We¢A
WeAad KSH b2é AG Syt NBSaAY y246 | NB a
The horse and rider; now, with ordered s
The horse approaches, and the rider leaps
Down to the earth and bends his rapid pace
lyi2 GKS YdThawldsteedr AT A2y @
Unled, uncalled, is following his subduer.
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A larger empire; for so vast a soul,
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Park Benjamin
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The King of Defil NJ Q&4 WwWARS

Word was brought to the Danish
(Hurry?

That the love of his life lay suffering,

And pined for the comfort his voice would bring:
(Oh! ride as though you were flying!)

Better he loves each golden curl

On the brow of that Scandinavian girl

Than his rich crown jewels of ruby and pearl:
And his rose of the isles is dying!

Thirty nobles saddled with speed:
(Hurry?!)
Each one mounting a gallant steed
Which he kept for battle and days of need;
(Oh! ride as though you were flying!)
Spurs werestruck in the foaming flank;
Worn-out chargers staggered and sank;
Bridles were slackened and girths were burst;
But ride as they would, the king rode first,
For his rose of the isles lay dying!

His nobles were beaten, one by one;
(Hurry?

They havdainted, and faltered, and homeward gone;

His little fair page now follows alone,
For strength and courage trying!
The king looked back at that faithful child;
Wan was the face that answering smiled;
They passed the drawbridge with clattering din,
Then e dropped; and only the king rode in
Where his rose of the isles lay dying!

The king blew a blast on his bugle horn;
(Silence!)

No answer came; but faint and forlorn

An echo returned on the cold grey morn,
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Like the breath of a spirit sighing.
The astle portal stood grimly wide;
None welcomed the king from that weary ride;
For dead, in the light of the dawning day,
The pale sweet form of the welcomer lay,
Who had yearned for his voice while dying!

The panting steed, with a drooping crest,
Stoodweary,
The king returned from her chamber of rest,
The thick sobs choking in his breast;
And, that dumb companion eying,
The tears gushed forth which he strove to check;
He bowed his head on his charger's neck:
"O steed-that every nerve didst strain,
Dear steed, our ride hath been in vain
To the halls where my love lay dying!"
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EFAzrek

My only sequin served to bribe

A cunning mother of the tribe

¢2 alNAIFYQ&a YAYR Y& LIX Iy G2
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A lock of raven gks and stain

ShearedfromBI I N1 Qa Ft2¢6Ay3 YIyS:
And that pale flower whose fragrant cup

Is closed until the moon comes ap,

But then a tenderer beauty holds

Than any flower the sun unfolds,

Declared my purpose. Her reply

Let loose the winds of ecstasy:

Two roses and the moonlight flower

Told the acceptance, and the hour,

Two daily suns to waste their glow,

And then, and moonrise, blisor woe.

EFAzrek now, on whom alone

The burden of our fate was thrown,
Claimed from my hands a double meed
Of carefultraining for the deed.

| gave him of my choicest store,

No guest was ever honored more.
With flesh of kid, with whitest bread
And dates of Egypt was he fed;
The camels heavy udders gave
Their frothy juice his thirst to lave:
A charger, groomed with bettecare,
The Sultan never rode to prayer.

My burning hope, my torturing fear,

| breathed in his sagacious ear;
Caressed him as a brother might,
Implored his utmost speed in flight,
Hung on his neck with many a vow,
And kissed the white star on his brow.
His large and lustrous eyeball sent

ONXY IO
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A look which made me confident,

As if in me some doubt he spied,

And met it with a human pride.

G9y2dAKE L (NMzAd (GKSS® We¢Aada GKS K2dzNE
And | have need of all thy power.

Without a wing, God gives thee wings,

And fortunetoK S& F2NBf 201 Of Ay3adé

The yellow moon was rising large
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And the lamenting monotone

Of winds that breathe their vain desire

And on the lonely sands exgir

A silent charm, a breathless spell,

Waited with me beside the well.

She is not there, not yet;t but soon

A white robe glimmers in the moon.

Her little footsteps make no sound

On the soft sand; and with a bound,

Where terror, doubt, and love unite

To blird her heart to all but flight,

Trembling, and panting, and oppressed,

She threw herself upon my breast.

By Allah! like a bath of flame

The seething blood tumultuous came

CNRY fATSQa K20 OSYGSNIIA& L RNBg
Her mouth to mine: our spirits grew

Together in ondong, long kiss,

One swooning, speechless pulse of bliss,

¢CKFG GKNRBOoOAY3d FNRY GKS KSFENIQa O2NB:zI YSi

In the united lips. Oh, yet

The eternal sweetness of that draught

Renews the thirst with which | quaffed

[ 20SQa QOANBAY @GAYydl3ISY adl NNE TFTANB
Leapt from thetwilights of desire,

And in the gold dawn of dreams

The space grew warm with radiant beams,

2 KAOK FNRBY GKIG (1Aadaa adNBlFIYSR 2QSNJ |




Of rapture, in whose bosom we
Sank down and sank eternally.

Now nerve thy limbs, EBzrek! Fling

Thy head aloft, and like wing

Spread on the wind they cloudy mane!

The hunt is up, their stallions strain

The urgent shoulders close behind,

And the wide nostril drinks the wind.

dzi GK2dz FNIX G223 2F bSR2ARQA O0NBSR:
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Would laggard be if matched with thine.

Still leaping forward, whistling through

The moonlighiaden air we flew;

And from the distance threateningly,

/' YS (KS LJzNB dzZSNR&a SF3ISNJ ONE o

Still forward, forward stretched our flight

Through the long hars of middle night;
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Beneath his double burden, till

The streaks of dawn began to fill

The East, and freshening in the race,

Their goaded horses gained apace.

| drew my dagger, cut thgirth,

Tumbled my saddle to the earth,

And clasped with desperate energies

aed aildlftAzyQa aiARSa gA0K ANRY 1ySSarT
While Mariam, clinging to my breast,

The closer for that peril pressed.

They come! They come! Their shouts we hear

Now faint and far, now fieeand neatr.

O brave EAzrek! on the track

Let not one fainting sinew slack,

Or know thine agony of flight

Endured in vain! The purple light

Of breaking morn has come at last.

O joy! the thirty leagues are past;

And, gleaming in the sunrise, see,

The whitetents of the Aneyzee!
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The warriors of the waste, the foes

h {KS1K !'oRFfflFKQa GNARO6SET INB (K2as
Whose shelter and support | claim,

2 KAOK (KS& o0Saiz2¢ Ay !fflFKQa yIYST
While, wheeling back, the baffled few

No longer venture to pursue.

Bayard Taylor
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No Rest for the Horse

CKSNBQa | dzyAz2zy F2NJ GSHFYaAldSNIIYyR gl AlGSNE
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And one for detective and crook.
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There is one for the printer, aourse;

But where would you go in this realm of woe

To discover a guild for the horse?
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Though they strain him both up and down hill,

Or force him to work twenty hours

ld GKS G6KAY 2F a42YS RNMzy1 Sy oNMHziSQa gAff o

Lookback at our struggle for freedom
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Is strewn with the bones of the horse.

The mule is a fool under fire;

The horse, although frightened, stands true,

I YR éh&geto hell without flinching
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When the troopers grow old they are pensioned,

Or a berth or a home for them found;

When horse is worn out they condemn him

And sell him for nothing a pound.

Just think, theold pet of some trooper,

Once curried and rubbed twice a day,

b2¢g RNIJIa a42YS RFEYYSR NI3ILAO]ISNRA gl 32y=3

With curses and blows for his pay.
| once knew a grand king of racers,
The best of a cuvinning strain;
They ruined his knees on a hurdle,
Forha NARSNRA KI @
I met him again, four years later,
On his side at the foot of a hill,
With two savages kicking his ribs,
And doing their work with a will.

| stroked the once velvety muzzle,
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I murmured the old name again.

He once fikd my purse with gold dollars;

And this day | bought him for ten.

I A& LINBaSyid | RRNSaa Aa a{eSSaG tlt
He has nothing to do but to eat;

Or loaf in the shade on the green, velvet grass

And dream of the horses he beat.

Now, a dog well, a dog haa limit;
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And shine out for scenes which are new.
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Is much like the olflashioned wife:

He may not be proud of his bargain,

Buta GAff KSQfft 0SS FILAGKTdzZ UGKNRdAAK fAFSO

And | envy the merciful teamster

Who can stand at the bar and say:
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Judge Thoumy sould@ | & ® ¢

Anonymots
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My beautful, my beautiful, that standest meekly by,

With thy proudly arched and glossy neck, and dark and fiery eye!

Fret not to roam the desert now with all thy winged speed,
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Fret not with that imp&éent hooft snuff not the breezy wind,;

The farther that thou fliest now, so far am | behind!

The stranger hath thy bridieein, thy master hath his goitd

Fleetlimbed and beautiful, farewetl it K2 dzZQNJi a2f RX Y& &dAGSSRX (K2dzZQNIL a

Farewell! those fre, untired limbs full many a mile must roam,
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Some other hand, less kind, must now thy corn and bed prepare;
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The morning sushall dawn agaim but nevermore with thee

{KFff L 3rfft2L 2QSNJ 6KS RS&ASNI LI GKa oKSNB 4SS 4S5
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Some other steed with slower pace shall bear me home again.
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Only in sleep shall | beld that dark eye glancing brigint

Only in sleep shall hear again that step so firm and light;

And when | raise my dreaming arms to check or cheer thy speed,

¢KSY YdzadG L adFNIEtAYy3 611S (2 FSSt (K2dzQNI az2f RX

Ah, rudely then, unseen by msome cruel hand may chide,

Till foamwreaths lie, like crested waves, along thy panting side,
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Till careless eyes that on thee gaze may count each starting vein.

Will they illuse theef | thoughtt but no, it cannot be;

Thou art so swift, yet easy curbed; so gentle, yet so free.
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Can the hand that casts thee from it now command thee to return?
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When thou that wast his all of joy hast vanished from his view?

When the dim distance greets mine eyes, and through the gathering tears
Thy bright form for a moment like the false mirage appears?

Slow and unmounted Wil roam with wearied foot alone,

Where, with fleet step and joyous bound, thou oft hast borne me on,

l'YR aAdiAy3d R2¢6y o6& GKS 3INBSy ¢Stttz LQft LI dzasSxz
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When last | sawhtee drinkt ! g 8 H GKS FSOSNBR RNBIY Aa 2QSNH

| could not live a day and know that we should meet no more;

They tempted me, my beautifal ¥ 2 NJ Kdzy ISNRat L2gSNI Aa adNey3

They tempted me, my beautifal but | have loved too long

Who said that | had gen thee up? Who said that thou wert sold?

W¢ Aa FrftasSzswi Aa FrftasSs vYé I N6 &aGSSRH L FfAy13
Thust thus | leap upon thy back, and scour the distant plains!

Away! who overtakes us now shall claim thee for his pains.

Caroline Norto
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Bavieca

The King looked on him kindly, as on a vassal true;

Then to the King Ruy Diaz spake, after reverence due:

Gh YAy3as GKS GKAy3 Aa akKlkYS¥FdzZ sz GKIG yeg Yry
The liege lord of Castile himself should Bavieca ride:
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So good as he, and certes, the best befits my king.

But that you may behold him, and know him to the core,
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With that, the Cid, clad as he was in mantle furred and wide,

On Bavieca vaulting, put the rowel in his side;

And up and down, and round and round, so fierce was his career,
{ONBIYSR tA1S | LISyy2y 2y (G(KS gAYR wdz® 5AF1 Qad YAY

And all that saw them praised thanthey lauded man and horse,

As matched well, and rivallegor gallantry and force;
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Nor on other charger worthy of such a cavalier.

Thus, to and fro awushing, the fierce and furious steed,

He snapped in twain his hitherreing D2 R LA G &l y2¢ (GKS /
D2R LA G& 5AL [tHhét widNthe IBokdd Bgain,f 2 NRa T
They saw Ruy Diaz ruling him with the fragment of his rein;

They saw him proudly ruling, with gesture firm and calm,

Like a true lord commanding, and obeyed as by a lamb.

And so he led hinofaming and panting to the King;

.dzi ab2H¢ aFAR 52y ! fLK2ya2s aLd ¢SNB | akKl YSTd
That peerless Bavieca should ever be bestrid

By any mortal but BivarY 2 dzy 4 = Y2dzyd F3AFAYyS>S Y& [/ ARHE

John Gibson Lockhartranslator
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Hast thou given the horse strength?

Hast thou given the horse strength?

Hast thou clothed his neck with thunder?

Canst thou make him afraid as a grasshopper?
The glory of his nostrils is terrible.

He paweth in the vidy, and rejoiceth in his strength:
He goeth on to meet the armed men.

He mocketh at fear, and is not affrighted:;
Neither turneth he back from the sword.

The quiver rattleth against him,

The glittering spear and the shield.

He swallowth the ground with freeness and rage:

Neither believeth he that it is the sound of the trumpet.

He saith among the trumpets, Ha, ha;
And he smelleth the battle afar off,
The thunder of the captains, and the shouting.

from the Book of Job, 39:125
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Look, when a painter would surpase life

Look, when a painter would surpass the life

In limming out a welproportioned steed,

l'Aa NI 6AGK Yyl Gdz2NBEQa 62N] YIFyaKAL]
As if the dead the living should exceed;

So did this horse excel a common one

In shape, in courage, color, paceddone.

RoundK 2 2 T Q Rdinted, fedkE shag and long,
Broad breast, full eye, small head, and nostril wide,
High crest, short ears, straight legs and passing strong,
Thin mane, thick tail, broad buttock, tender hide:

Look what a horse should have #ig not lack,

Save a proud rider on so proud a back.

Fd aGdNARTFSZ

William Shakespeare

85

—
| —



I 1 2NBRSQa 9LAGL LK

Soft lies the turf on those who find their rest

.Sy SIFGK 2dzNJ O02YY2y Y2UKSNRa | YLX S o6NBI
Unstained by meanness, avarice, or pride;

They never cheated, and they never lied.

¢tKSe YySQSNI AYUNARIdzZSR | NAGIE (2 RAALRAST
They ran, but nevebetted on the race;

Content with harmless sport and simple food,

Boundless in faith and love and gratitude;

Happy the man, if there be any such,

Of whom his epitaph can say as much.
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Robert Lowe Sherbrooke
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From the Wreck
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Ride straight with the news they may send some relief
From the township; and we we can do little more.

You, Alec, you know the near cuts; you can cross
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Should the wind rise, God help them! the ship will soon sink.
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The nags to the stockyard as fast as hewan

I fAFS YR RSFGOK YFGAOASNI &2z fFRax 221 FftAQJSodé
HafRNB a4 d QRX Ay @kgdsdwRtalN) = (2 0 g2

There was bridling with hurry, and saddling with haste,

Confusion and cursing for lack of a moon;
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In the low branches heavily laden with dew,

Inthe long grasses spoiling with deadwood that day,

Where the blackwood, the box, and the bastard oak grew,
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From wattletree blossont we skirted a marsh

Then the dawn faintly dappledith orange the dusk,
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And shot the first sunstreak behind us, and soon

The dim dewy uplands were dreamy with light;
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Black Bolingbrke snorted, and stood on the brink

One instant, then deep in the dark sluggish swirl

Plunged headlong. | saw the horse suddenly sink,

¢Aff NBdzyR KS YIFIyQa FN¥YLAGE (GKS g+ @Sa aSSYSR (2

2 § T 2 frfoRexc@dsBock, and deeper we sank

Than they di, and twice tried the landing in vain;

The third struggle won it; straight up the steep bank
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The stockrider, Alec, at starting had got
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That thraugh thickest of scrub he could steer like a shot,

And the black horse was counted the best on the coast.

The mare had been awkward enough in the dark,

She was eager and headstrong, and barely half broke;

She had had me too close to a big stritgyk,

And had made a near thing of a crooked sheoak.

But now on the open, lit up by the morn,

She flung the white foarfiakes from nostril to neck,

And chased him | hatless, with shirt sleeves all torn

(For he may ride ragged who rides from a wreck)

And faster and faster across the wide heath

We rode till we raced. Then | gave her her head,

And sher stretching out with the bit in her teeth

She caught him, outpaced him, and passed him, and led.
We neared the new fence, we were wide of the track;

L 221 QR wWagharadinevenbeen fricsl ¥ (
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| hung to her head, touched her flank with the spurs

(In the red streak of rail not the ghost a gap);

She shortened her long stroke, she pricked her sharp ears,

She flung it behind her with hardly a rap

| saw the post quiver where Bolingbroke struck,

And guessed that the pace we had come the last mile

Had blown him a bit (he could jumié a buck).

We galloped more steadily then for a while.
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The mountain. The sun was just clearing the tips

Of the ranges to eastward. The marecould she stay?

She was bred very nearly as clean agp&e]

She led, and as oft as he came to her side,

She took the bit free and untiring as yet;

Her neck was arched double, her nostrils were wide,

And the tips of her tapering ears nearly ntet
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She must be a good one ride on and ride fast,
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She was galloping strong thie Warrigal Rocks

On the Wallaby Range she was gallopingtstill

And over the wasteland and under the wood,

By down and by dale, and by fell and by flat,

{KS 3JIff2LQRS YR KSNB Ay (KS aGANNHzZIA L adz22R
To ease her, and there in the saddle | sat

Tosteer her. We suddenly struck the red loam

Of the track near the troughs then she reeled on the rise

From her crest to her croup covered over with foam,

And bloodred her nostrils, and bloodshot her eyes,

A dip in the dell where the wattle fire bdonedt

A bend round a bank that had shut out the view

Large framed in the mild light the mountain had loomed,

With a tall, purple peak bursting out from the blue.
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And on by the paddocks, yet under my knee

| could feel her heart thumping the sadelaps hard.

Yet a mile and another, and now we were near

The goal, and the fields and the farms flitted past;
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And labourers, roused by her galloping hoofs,

Saw bareheaded rider and foarsheeted steed;

And shone the white walls and the slateloured roofs

Of the township. | steadied her than | had need

Where stood the old chapel (where stands the new chuarch
Since chapels to churches have changed in that town).

A short, sidelong stagger, a long, forward lurch,

A slight, choking sob, and the mare had gone down.
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| ran on and left her and told them my news;

| saw her soon afterwards. What was she worth?

How much for her hide? She had never worn shoes.

Adam Lindsay Gordon
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How They Brought the Good News from Ghent to Aix

| sprang to the stirrup, ahJoris, and he:

| galloped, Dirck galloped, we galloped all three;
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Behind shut the postern, the lights sank to rest,

And into the midnight we gallopeabreast.

Not a word to each other: we kept the great pace

Neck by neck, stride by stride, never changing our place;
| turned in my saddle and made its girths tight,

Then shortened each stirrup and set the pique right,
Rebuckled the cheetrap, chainedlacker the bit,

Nor galloped less steadily Roland a whit.
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Lokeren, the cocks crew and twilight dawned clear;

At Boom a great yellow star came out to see;
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And from Mecheln churcisteeple we heard the hatthimer
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At Aerschot up leaped of a sudden the sun,

And against him the cattle stood black every one,
To stare through the mist at us galloping past;
And | sawny stout galloper Roland at last,

With resolute shoulders, each butting away

The haze, as some bluff river headland its spray;

And his low head and crest, just one sharp ear bent back

For my voice, and the other pricked out on his track;

' YR 2y S cilniefigerce; @vierlthat glance
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And the thick heavy spurrigakes, which aye and anon

His fierce lips shook upward in galloping on.

91

—
| —



@ 1 FaasStd 5AND] 3INBIFYSRT FyR ONASR W2NRA&X
& y2i Ay KSNJI

YourRoosga@lLJISR 0N} @St ex (GKS Tl dz GQ
2 §0f t NBY StYia éblheard thel quidk wheeze

Of her chest, saw the stretched neck, and the staggering knees
And sunk tail, and horrible heave of the flank,

As down on her haunches she shuddered and sank.

So ve were left galloping, Joris and I,

Past Looz and past Tongres, no cloud in the sky;

The broad sun above laughed a pitiless laugh;
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Till over by Dalhem a dorvepire sprang white,
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Rolled neck and croup over, lay dead as a stone;

And there was my Roland to bear the whole weight

Of the news which alone could save Aix from her fate,

With her nostris like pits full of blood to the brim,

And with circles of red forhiseye2 O1 SGaQ NA Y ®

Then | cast loose my butbat, each holster let fall,

Shook off both my jackoots, let go belt and all,

Stoop up in the stirrups, leaned, patted his ear,

Called myRoland his pehame, my horse without peer

Clapped my hands, laughed and sung, any noise, bad or good,
Till at length into Aix Roland galloped and stood.

And all | remember is friends flocking round,

la L alasS é6AGK Kra KSIR WieAEG Ye 1ySSa 2y

And no voice but was praising this Roland of mine,

As | poured down his throat our last measure of wine,

Which (the burgesses voted by common consent)

Was no more than his due who brought good news from Ghent.
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Robert Browning
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Lorraine, Lorraine, Lorree

Are you readyor your steeplechase, Lorraine, Lorraine, Lorrée?

Barum, Barum, Barum, Barum, Barum, Barum, Baree,

L 2dz2ONB 06221 SR (2 NIRaSCodlterieeNJ O LILJAYy 3 NI OS G2
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To keep him straight, and kpéim first, and win the run for me.

Barum, Barum, etc.

She clasped her new born baby, poor Lorraine, Lorraine, Lorrée,

L OFyy2i NARRS zAYyRAOGAGST & Fyeée YIyYy YAIKIG asSsS:
And | will not ride Vindictive, with this baby on my knee;

| SQ&a (AffaSRAf BRI KWSIYI YR gKé Ydzald KS (Aff YSKE

G! ytSaa @2dz NARS AYRAOGAGST [ 2NNFAYS>S [2NN)I AYyS:
Unless you ride Vindictive 4ay at Coulterlee,

And land him safe across the brook, and win the blank for me,

LiQa e2dz YIe 1SS0 &N &ISaR ¥ NRPYNIYEDdzQf f 3
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But oh! to ride Vindictive while a baby cries for me,

And be killed across a fence atlastforalléhe NY R (2 &aSSH¢

She mastered young Vindictive Oh! the gallant lass was she,

And kept him straight and won the race as near as near could be;
But he killed her at the brook against a pollard willow tree,

Ohl! he killed her at the brook, the brute, fall the world to see,
And no one but the baby cried for poor Lorraine, Lorrée.

Charles Kingsley
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The Ballad of Hadji and the Boar

As | rode over the dusty waste

a® RIFAY(e-sttohebtaced K22 F
Glad rhythms in my mind,

Which seemed to murmur unto me

How he and | were lone and free

l'a 6ARS {IFIKIFEN}IQad 6AYRO®D

My heart beat higlt the sun was brigt T
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Proclaims a threatening war,

My burnished lancgpoint met the glare

And flashed and sparkled in the air

A pale and glancing star.

| saw a hawk pass hovering

Through the azure heights, on balanced wing;
Its shadow fell clown sheer

Upon my path, then onwards sped,

Smoother than gliding skaters tread

A fastlyfrozen mere.

Thus heedless |, when suddenly

My Hadji broke the reverie

By stamping on the ground,

Whilst from a brake where grasses rank
Embracel the margin of a tank,

There came a rustling sound:

No long suspense; his bloodshot eyes

Aflame with sullen, fierce surprige

Stepped out a grisly boar:

His gloomy aspect seemed to say

Gb2 20KSNJ KFa (KS NRIKG G2 adNre
Along this marstbound K 2 NB @ ¢
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Now | had seen the life blood gush
From many a boar of nir@ch tush,
And so had Hadji too:

But never | ween had we either seen
So great a beast, so gaunt and lean,
So ugly to the view.

With others by to help at need,

Or give success appisive meed,

WeAra Shae G2 0SS oONI@gSo
But when a man must do alone

Each danger seems more dismal grown;

Each petty ditch a grave.

And sot although the speapoint droppedt
As still as effigy | stopped,

Nor gave my steed the spur;

The more | lookedmore gruesome grew
This king of all the swinish crew;

More prudence made demur.

But, as | hung in anguished doubt,

The marskhorn tyrant turned about,

As weary of the play;

He turned and dashed adown the glade
(No phantom now or goblin shade)

The weltknown grisly gray:

And doubt no more distressed my mind;

Ly GeSyie @SINA LQR yS@OSNI FAYR
Such trophy to my lance,

For turning he had let me see

His tusks gigantit 8 K YS W{ig2dzZ R 0S5

If I had lost the chance.

| dropped my hand; when Hadji kwe
The slackened rein away he flew
Across the belt of ooze;

The slim reeds rustlad till he sprang
Out on the plain whose surface rang
Beneath his iron shoes.
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To left, to right, the wanton shied

At shadows, as in lusty pride

He rolled his dark fiee eye;

Or gazing at our grim pursuit

|l SQR fl & KA& SINB olFO] FdG GKS oNMzi$
And snort full savagely.

As minutes came, and lived, and went,
Ever the monster backward sent

The pebbles in my face,

Yet, when an hour was spent at length
He seemed to fiin speed and strength
And nearer drew the chase.

But lo! the impetuous Ravi ran

Before us; not a means to span

Its fiercely rushing stream;

The boar sprang m we never checked
And followed ere the foam that flecked
His plunge had ceased ttegm.

Above our heads the yellow wave
Triumphant for an instant drave,

Then gaping gave us day;

It gave us day, and snorting load

Bold Hadji stemmed the whirling crowd
Of surges topped with spray,

Aboard a skiff two children played,
No little whi were they dismayed
To see us swimming boldly;

One waved his hand in baby glee
Whent overboardt most dismally
He slipped, to perish coldly.

The tender thing sank down below,

I marked its last convulsive throe,

But never paused to save.

I wouldt but just, | chanced to see

The boar bestrew the distant lea

2 AGK O2yIljdzSNBER wl @AQa g @So
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| turned me from the helpless thing,
| left it darkly struggling,

Nor hearkened to my soul;

I swam beside my gallant steed;

At length we touched the furthereed,

l'YR &l @SR I FTSNNEQa
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Long was the space of ground it cost.
Not to be covered soon;

For distant dim the monster grim

Now flitted faint against the rim

Of the uprising moon.

Yest like a bubble fikd with smoker

The curdwhite moon upswimming broke
The vacancy of space,

Whilst sinking slowly at my back

The sun breathed bloedtains on the rack
Which veiled his dying face.

On, on, again; the sno¥ed flood

Il R O022f SR (KS vwRyailSNRa

And fresh and strong he fled:

An aged peasant crossed his path;
He turned upon him in his wrath,
And left him there for dead.

The wretch implored me to remain
And staunch his wournd but all in vain
I laughed to see his plight;

For | was glathe boar had stayed

To wound the manpand so delayed
His headlong rapid flight.

And Hadji wearied not a whit,

C2NJ adNBGOKAY A FTNB
And hold it, or would fling

A foamflake from his tossing head,

¢2 FETAGOSNI 2y dKA &
Whilst ever galloping.
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Ere long the arid landscape changed,;

I LI AYGSNDa SesS KFER 3fl Rfe@
Amidst its varied hueg

For far as mortal eye could reach,

As close as pebbles on the beach

Bright poppy flowers blew.

In countless gaudy chequersduares
Nepenthe grew for human careas
Fair dreams for folk who weep,

And multitudes of drowsy bees
Forestalled the dreamgyed Chinese,
Sipping their honied sleep.

All else was silent; not a bird
Disturbed the death of day or stirred
The calm aiwith a vesper,

But yet great Nature has her voice,

Ge¢k 1S LISFEFOS 2NJ aGNATSE (K2dz KI &

| heard the solemn whisper.

But should I draw my rein for this?

Let dreamers prate of peaceful bliss
Such fancies were diseased:

Large sweatlropstrickled from my brow,
The gaping furrows of the plough
Drank of us and were pleased.

The crimsons of the glowing west

In fainter ruddy shadows dressed

The mounting eastern moon;

The slendepillared palmtree stems
Were skytinged too, as thoughrébm gems
Of garnet they were hewn.

And now when eve had lost its heat,

A Brahmin maiden stole to meet

Her sweetheart in the dusk;

Her face adorned each lucid gem

Setrounditt 62 KSNJ I N¥SyiaQ KSY
Dripped essences of musk.
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Her pensive mien anabsent look,
Most plain betrayed a maid forsook
Of her own gentle heart;

Outrunning time, she meets her lover,
About her lips dreankisses hover,
They smile themselves apart.

The Fates know why a cruel chance

b2 f2@0SNDa Aa GKS Frdarf 3ItlyoS
W ba® which the maiden cowers;

No smiling gallant to her tripped,

But in an instant she lies ripped

And bleeding on the flowers.

G{FrKQoH {I KQoH¢ &aKS &d42060SRX alL
Ah, give your panting courser breath,

YR OFff Yé f2@0SN] KSNBH¢

But rude aml savage passions surged

Within my veing | madly urged

Poor Hadiji with the spear.

And he no longer fought the hand

Which forced his fleetness to command,

Or snorted to the breeze:

His breaths were choked with piteous sobs,

And | could feelhistheNIi Qa At R (GKNROa
Between my closset knees.

His glossy coat no longer shone

Red golden as he galloped on,

And on! without a check;

Dank sweat had rusted it to black

Save where the reins had chafed a track,
Of snow along his neck.

The deepeningwilight scarce revealed
Where flights of shadowy nigliirds wheeled
And shrieking greeted us,

But never should my fixed soul

Forsake the fasapproaching goal,

For omens timorous.
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The jackals woke and like a rout

Of hellloosed fiends, their eldich shout
Was borne upon the breeze

Ail Ai! On! Ailt a ghoulish scream,
And yet hakhuman; like a dream

Of mortal agonies.

As | closed in on that evil beast

The champed froth like creamy yeast
Bestreaked his grizzled hide;
Andlikeasmalldd & Y2 dzf RQNA y 3
His eye backjlancing ever scanned

Me creeping to his side.

Ha! Ha!He turned to charge and fight;

| shouted out for pure delight,

And drove my spegpoint in.

Clean through his body passed the steel
I held him oftf | made hinreelt

Like chafer on a pin.

An instant sa then through the womb
Of night | galloped, and the gloom

Of jungles lone and drear;

But | had stricken, stricken home,

For on my hand his bloody foam

Had left a purple smear.

So circling back, | pesd around,
And, by the moon, too soon | found
The grisly brute at bay:

His back was to a thorny tree,

I looked at him, and he at me;
There one of us would stay.

We¢ gl & &0 vd chargad tdg&Heri K
And in the dim and sightless weather

| struck him, but not true:

He seized the laneghaft in his jaw

And split it as it were a straw,

Instead of good bamboo.

—

0 NJ

100

et



Then swift as thought the brute accursed,
Made fiercely it at Hadji firstt

Who much disdained to fly:

The little Arab shuddéng stoodt

Then fellt as monarchs of the wood
When cruel axes ply.

Ere | could rise, his tusk had cut
All down my back a gaping rut;

He gashed me deep and sore:

No weapon armed me for the strife,
But rage can fight without a knife,

| sprang upn the boar.

The thorn stretched out its sable claws,
And nodded with a black applause!
With fierce sepulchral glee

Three plantains whispered in a rank,
And clapped their fingers long and lank,
A ghostly gallery.

Above him nowt then fallen benedt,

| tore him madly with my teeth,

Nor loosed my frantic hold;

One finger searched the spehead hole,

And dug there like a frightened mole

WhbSHFGK al1AYy YR FTftSakKe F2fRY

| clung around his sinewy crest;

He leaped, but could not yet divest
Himselfof his alarm.

I hung as close as keepsake locket

On maiden breast but, from its socket,
He wrenched my bridlarm!

No more could I, and with a curse

| yielded to a last reverse,

And dropped upon the sand.

'S 3t 2 ¢S NIthen @evdack Y S
Tomake more headlong the attack

Which nothing should withstand.
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But, even then, he chanced to pass
The spot where dying lay alas!t
Brave Hadji desertborn;

b2d SQSy GKIFIG oNRadGtsS
3L Ayad GKS 1IN 6 Q |
His brains festooed the thorn.

FTNRY(d 61 a LINR2F
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Then | arose, all dripping red,

And gazed on him | oft had fed,

And wept to see him low:

b2 Y2NB KSQR 3IFff2L) Ay KA LINJ
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Poor Hadiji here below.

ax
5‘ Pl
T« »
w»

He died amidst those jungles tangled;

| staggered o all torn and mangled,

Gasping for painful breath;

And when, beneath that placid moon,

My spirit left me in a swoon,

LOQR 1y2s6y (G(KS g2NARG 2F RSIFOKZ

Next day they found and bore me home,

YR y263 (GKS& aleéex LQff yS@OSNI NBRIY
The glades and forests hoar;

b2 Y2NBI (KSe& alrez LQft SOSNI gASER
The spear in sport or battiéeld,

Or ride the grisly boar.

Sir lan Standish Monteith Hamilton
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The Leap of Roushan Beg

Mounted on Kyrat strong and fleet,

His chestnut steed with four white feet,
Roushan Beg, called Kurrogjo

Son of the road and bandit chief,
Seeking refuge and relief,

Up the mountain pathway flew.

{ dzOK o6& Y@N}iGQa 62yRNRPdzA &LISSRZ
Never yet could any steed

Reach the dustloud in his course.

More than maiden, more than wife,

More than gold and next to life

Roushan the Robber loved his horse.

In the land that lies beyond
Erzeroum and Trebizond,
Gardengirt his fortress stood;
Plundered khan, or caravan
Journeying north from Koordistan,
Gave him wealth and wine and food.

Seven hundred and fourscore
Men atarms his livery wore,

Did his bidding night and day;
Now, through regions all unknown,
He was wandering, lost, alone,
Seeking without guide his way.

Suddenly the pathway ends,
Sheer the precipice descends,
Loud the torrent roars unseen;
Thirty feet fromside to side

Yawns the chasm; on air must ride
He who crosses this ravine.
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Following close in his pursuit,

'd GKS LINBOALMAOSQa F22i0:3
Reyhan the Arab of Orfah

Halted with his hundred men,

Shouting upward from the glen,

a[F LEftt+K AEEfIl 1VEf+ KHE

Gently Roghan Beg caressed

Y&NI Q&8 F2NBKSIRT ySO1= FYyR oNBFadGT
Kissed him upon both his eyes,

Sang to him in his wild way,

As upon the topmost spray

Sings a bird before it flies.

(Vo))
w»
puj
™M

Gh Y& Ye&Nrdz h Y& ai
Round and slender as a reed,

Carry me this peril through!

Stin housings shall be thine,

Shoes of gold, O Kyrat mine,

O thou soul of Kurroglou!

G{2F0 GKeé alAy la arat|1Sy aiSiys
{(2F0 a4 62YFyQa KFEANJI GKeé YIlIySs:
Tender are thine eyes and true;

All thy hoofs like ivory shine,

Polished bright; O, life of mine,

Leap,aR NB a O0dzS Y dzZNNER If 2 dzH¢

Kyrat, then, the strong and fleet,

Drew together his four white feet,
Paused a moment on the verge,
Measured with his eye the space,
l'YR Ayid2 GKS I ANRA
Leaped as leaps the ocean surge.
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Bears awimmer safe to land,

Kyrat safe his rider bore;

Rattling down the deep abyss

Fragments of the precipice

Rolled like pebbles on a shore.
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Trembled not upon his head,

Careless sat he and upright;

Neither hand nor bridle shook,

Nor his head he turned to look,

As he galloped out of sight.

Flash of harness in the air,

Seen a moment like the glare

Of a sword drawn from its sheath;
Thus the phantom horseman passed,
And the shadow that he cast

Leaped the cataract underneath.

Reytan the Arab held his breath

While this vision of life and death

traaSR 1623S KAY® a! ffF KdzH¢
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Lives there not so brave a man

la GKAA w200SN) YdzZNNR It 2dzH¢

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Listenmy children, and you shall hear

Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere,

On the eighteenth of April, in SeveHriye;
Hardly a man is now alive

Who remembers that famous day and year.

1S aFAR (2 KAida FTNRASYRT aLT (KS . NRGAZK YI NDK

By land or sea from the towmight,

Hang a lantern aloft in the belfry arch

Of the North Church tower as a signal light,

One if by land, two if by sea;

And i on the opposite shore will be,

Ready to ride and spread the alarm

Through every Middlesex village and farm,

ForthecountyF 2 f R G2 0SS dzLJ FyR (2 | N¥o¢
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Silently rowed to the Charlestown shore,

Just as the moon rose over the bay,

Where swinging wide at her moorings lay

The Somerset, British masf-war;

A phantom ship, with each miaand spar

Across the moon like a prison bar,

And a huge black hulk, that was magnified

By its own reflection in the tide.

Meanwhile, his friend through the alley and street
Wanders and watches, with eager ears,

Till in the silence around him he hears
Themuster of men at the barrack door,

The sound of arms, and the tramp of feet,

And the measured tread of the grenadiers,
marching down to their boats on the shore.

Then he climbed the tower of the Old North Church,
By the wooden stairs, with stealthy tread
To the belfry chamber overhead,
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And startled the pigeons from their perch
On the sombre rafters, that round him made
Masses and moving shapes of shade,

By the trembling ladder, steep and tall,

To the highest window in the wall,

Where he paused to listeaind look down

A moment on the roofs of the town

And the moonlight flowing over all.

Beneath, in the churchyard, lay the dead,
In their night encampment on the hill,
Wrapped in silence so deep and still
¢CKIFIG KS O2dzZ R KSI NE
The wathful nightwind, as it went
Creeping along from tent to tent,
' yR 48S8YAy3d G2
A moment only he feels the spell

g KA aLISNE

Of the place and the hour, and the secret dread

Of the lonely belfry and the dead,;

For suddenly all his thoughts are bent
On a shadowy something far away,
Where the river widens to meet the bay,
A line of black that bends and floats

On the rising tide like a bridge of boats.

Meanwhile, impatient to mount and ride,
Booted and spurred, with a heavy stride

On the opposite she walked Paul Revere.
b2g KS LI GGSR KAa K2
Now he gazed at the landscape far and near,
Them impetuous, stamped the earth,

And turned and tightened his saddle girth;
But mostly he watched with eager search
The belfry tower of the Old North Chirc

As it rose above the graves on the hill,
Lonely and spectral and sombre and still.
l'YR f2H a4 KS f221az
A glimmer, and then a gleam of light!

He springs to the saddle, the bridle he turns,
But lingers and gazes, till full on hight

A second lamp in the belfry burns.

—
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A hurry of hoofs in a village street,
A shape in the moonlight, a bulk in the dark,

And beneath, from the pebbles, in passing, a spark,

Struck out by a steed flying fearless and fleet;

That was all! And yet, throughe gloom and the light,

The fate of a nation was riding that night;

And the spark struck out by that steed, in his flight,

Kindled the land into flame with its heat.

He has left the village and mounted the stee
And beneath him, tranquil and broad andep,
Is the Mystic, meeting the ocean tides;

And under the alders that skirt its edge,

Now soft on the sand, now loud on the ledge,
Is heard the tramp of his steed as he rides.

It was twelve by the village clock

When he crossed the bridge into Medford tow
He heard the crowing of the cock,

l'YR GKS o6FNJAY3a 2F GKS
And felt the damp of the river fog,

That rises after the sun goes down.

It was one by the village clock,

When he galloped into Lexington.

He saw the gilded weathercock

Swim in the monlight as he passed,

And the meetinghouse windows, black and bare,
Gaze at him with a spectral glare,

As if they already stood aghast

At the bloody work they would look upon.

It was two by the village clock,

When he came to the bridge in Concord town.
He heard the bleating of the flock,

And the twitter of birds among the trees,

And felt the breath of the morning breeze
Blowing over the meadow brown.

And one was safe and asleep in his bed

Who at the bridge would be the first to fall,
Who that day would b lying dead,

Pierced by a British musket ball.

—
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You know the rest. In the books you have read
How the British Regulars fired and fled,

How the farmers gave them ball for ball,

From behind each fence and farmyard wall,
Chasing the redcoats down the lane,

Then crossing the fields to emerge again
Under the trees at the turn of the road,

And only pausing to fire and load.

So through the night rode Paul Revere;

And so through the night went his cry of alarm
To every Middlesex village and famm,

A cry of defiace, and not of fear,

A voice in the darkness, a knock at the door,
And a word that shall echo for evermore!
For, borne on the nightvind of the Past,
Through all our history, to the last,

In the hour of darkness and peril and need,
The people will wakenral listen to hear

The hurrying hooebeats of that steed,

And the midnight message of Paul Revere.

—
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How We Beat the Favourite

l8S> &4ldZANB=ZQ alAR {(iS@Syasx adkSe ol 01 KAY G S@S
The race is all over, bar shouting, they say;

The Clown ought to beat heick Nelville is sweeter

Than ever he swears he can win all the way.

G! ASy LGt EYSYINARENI |y 2dziaARSNE
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You swells mostly blunder, Dick rides for the plunder,

He rides, too, like thunder he sits like a rock.
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A horse that at Warwick beat Birdlime and Yorick,
And gave Abdelkader at Aintree nine pounds.

G¢KSe alre 6S KhnaProtgse (Sald G2 61 NNI
Dick rides for a lord and stands in with a steward;

The light of their faces they show him his case is

Prejudged and his verdict already secured.

G.dzi y2yS OFly 2dziftlaid KSNE FyR F¥S¢ GNI @St Tl adSNE
She strides in her work clean awayrfr@he Drag;
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The mare is quite ready, stilsand ride steady,
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Darkbrown with tan muzzle, just stripped for the tussle,
Stood Iseult, arching her neck to the curb,

A lean head and fiery, strong quarters and wiry,

A loin rather light, but ahoulder superb.
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Some parting injunction, bestowed with great unction,
| tried to recall, but forgot like a dunce,

When Reginald Murray, full tilt on White Surrey,
Came down in a hurry to start us at once.

GYSSLI 6101 Ay (GUKS BStf26H /2YS dzlJ 2y hiKSf

Hold hard on the chestnut! Turn round on The Drag!

Keep back there on Spartan! Back you, sir, in tartan!

{2 aGSIFIReé GKSNB:X Slraeézé IyR R2gy ¢6Syid GKS FtlF30

We started, and Kerr made strong running on Mermaid,

Through furrows that led to the firstake-and-bound,

¢tKS ONIO1zZ KFEfF SEGSYRSR: t221QR 0f22RtA1S FyR &LJ
Held wide on the right where the headland was sound.

| pulled hard to baffle her rush with the snaffle,

Before her twethirds of the field got away

All through the wet pasture fere floods of the last year
Still loitered, they clotted my crimson with clay.

¢CKS F2dzNIK FSyOSs | ¢l ddtSY Ft22NRR a2yl FyR . fdzS
The Drag came to grief at the blackthorn and ditch,

The rails toppled over Redoubt and Red Rover,

The lane stoped Lycurgus and Leicestershire Witch.

She passed like an arrow Kildare and Cock Sparrow,
And Mantrap and Mermaid refused the stone wall;
And Giles on The Greyling came down at the paling,
And | was left sailing in front of them all.

| took them a buster, nor eased her nor nursed her

Until the Black Bullfinch led into the plough,

And through the strong bramble we bored with a scramble
My cap was knocked off by the hatede bough.

Where furrows looked lighter | drew the rein tighter

Her dak chest all dappled with flakes of white foam,

Her flanks mud bespattered, a weak rail she shattared

2S fIyYyRSR 2y (dzNF ¢gAGK 2dzNJ KSFRa Gdz2NYyQR FT2NJ K2YSo
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¢tKSYy ON}akKQR | 26 O0AYRSNE I yR
The sward to the strokes of the favouriteapk;
His rush roused her mettle, yet ever so little
{KS aK2NISYQR KSNJ AGNARS |a ¢S NI

i
~
w
<
O
N
QX
w
(@]
0]
~
>+
<
Py}

O
(0p))
puj
[
i
e
w»
(@]}
Z
fo
No
—

She rose when | hit her. | saw the stream glitter,

A wide scarlet nostril flashed close to my knee,
Between sky and water The Clown came and cahgh
The space that he cleared was a caution to see.

And forcing the running, discarding all cunning,
A length to the front went the rider in green;

A long strip of stubble, and then the big double,
Two stiff nights of rails with a quickset between

She raced at the rasper, | felt my knees grasp her,

| found my hands give to her strain on the bit;

She rose when The Clown didour silks as we bounded

. NHzA K WR fAIKGE @S 2dzNJ aGANNHzZLIA ONI 4K WR f2dzR Fa ¢

A rise steeply sloping, a fence witioise copingt

The last we diverged round the base of the hill;

His path was the nearer, his leap was the clearer,

L Ff233QR dzLJ GKS AaGNYAIKGET YR KS SR aAddAay3a adaa

(e

She came to his quarter, and on still | brought her,

And up to his girth, to hisreastplate she drew;

I AK2NI LINY @8SNJ FNRY bS@AtfS 2dzad NBIFOK WR YSI a4a¢K
'S Ydza § ENOPRR f S@Stf GKS KdzZNRf Sa 46S FfSso

A hum of hoarse cheering, a dense crowd careering,

All sights seen obscurely, all shouts vaguely heard;

G¢KS ANBSEFCcEIYANAYA2YHE ¢KS Ydz GAGdzZRS a6AYa 2y o
l'YR FTAIdzNBa NBE o6f SYRSR YR TSI {idz2NBEa FNBE 06f dZNNRR®

GSNHé¢ a¢KS 3INBSYy F2NHSa LI ai

A¢KS K2NBES Aa KSNI YIFadgs
Fd4d KSNHE¢ G¢KS /f26y SAYaAHE a

G¢KS /26y oAttt 2dzif
The white railing races with all the whitaces,
The chestnut outpaces, outstretches the brown.
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On still past the gateway she strains in the straightway,

{GAff AGNYA3IESaT G¢KS /f26y o6& || &aK2NIL ySO1 G Y2
He swerves, the green scourges, the stand rocks and surges,

And flashes, and vergemnd flits the white post.

Aye! so ends the tussle, | knew the tan mizzle

Was first, though the riy Sy 6 SNB &Sttt Ay3 a5SIR KSIF{GH¢

Il y2aS8S L O2dA#R &a¢6SI N o6ex odzi /fFNJS aFARX a¢KS YI
I AK2NI KSFIR®d¢é¢ ! yR (GKFIIiQa K2¢g GKS FlI @2dz2NARGS 61 a o

Adam lindsay Gordon
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How Salvator Won

The gate was thrown open, | rode out alone,

More proud than a monarch who sits on a throne;

I am but a jockey, but shout upon shout

Went up from the peple who watched me ride out.

And the cheers that rang forth from the warhearted crowd

2SNB a SFENySad la GKz2asS G2 gKAOK Y2yl NOK SQSNJ 62

My heart thrilled with pleasure, so keen it was pain,

'a L LIGGSR Yeé {lf@FrG2NRa az2Fix aArAft{1Sy YIyST
And a sweet shiver shot from his hide to my hand

As we passed by the multitude down to the stand.

The great waves of cheering came billowing back,

As the hoofs of brave Tenny ran swift down the track;

And he stood there beside us, all bone and all muscle.

Ou noble opponent, well trained for the tussle

That waited us there on the smooth, shining course.

My Salvator, fair to the lovers of horse,

l'a | 0SFHdziAFdzA g2Yy A& FFEANI G2 YIlIyQa aixiaki
Pure type of the thoroughbred, clean limbed and bright,

Stood taking the plaudits as only his due

And nothing at all unexpected or new.

And then there before us the bright flag is spread,

¢CKSNBEQa | NRFENJI FNRY GKS 3INIYR aidlyRZ YR ¢SyyeQa
l'd GKS &az2dzyR 2F GKS @2A0Sa GKIFG akKz2dz

He sprang like an arroshot straight from the bow;

L GA3IKGSY GKS NBAya 2y tNAYyOS /KINIASQa 3IAINBLG azy
He is off like a rocket, the race is begun.

Half way down the furlong, their heads are together,

{ OF NDS NR2Y WigAEG GKSANI y2a8a G2 6SR3IS Ay | FSI i
Past grand stand arjddges, in necko-neck strife,

K {F+f@FrG2NE 028H Wi Aa GKS NIOS 2F e2dz2NJ t AFTSo

| press my knees closer, | coax him, | urge
| feel him go out with a leap and a surge;
| see him creep on, inch by inch, stride by stride;
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While backward, still backwdy falls Tenny beside.

We are nearing the turn, the first quarter is passed

WegAEG fSIFERSNIIYR OKI &SN 6KS RIetA3IKG A&
The distance elongates, still Tenny sweeps on,

As graceful and frebbmbed and swift as a fawn,

His awkwardness vanished, hisiscles all strained,

A noble opponent, well born and well trained.

aT

O
QX

L 3t yOSR 2QSN) Y& akKz2dzZ RSNI KIFIH ¢Syyes G4KS 024ai
hT GKIFG 2yS aSOe h®mxalostt I 33Ay3 gAtf o685

hyS a4S02yRQa ¢SI{1 @AStRAYy3I 2F 02dz2NI IS FyR adGNBy3i
And the daylight between usas doubled its length.

The first mile is covered, the race is mineno!

For the blue blood of Tenny responds to a blow.

He shoots through the air like a ball from a gun,

And the two lengths between us are shortened to one.

My heart is contracted, mthroat feels a lump

C2NJ ¢SyyeQa f2y3a ySO1 Aa a4 {IFf@dFid2NDa NHzYLIT

And now, with new courage, grows bolder and bolder.

| see him once more running shoulder to shoulder,

With knees, hands and body | press my great steed,

| urge him, | coax him, | préym to heed!

Oh, Salvator! Salvator! List to my calls,

For blow of my whip will hurt both if it falls.

CKSNBEQa | NRFNJI FNRY (GKS ONRBGR tA1S (GKS 20SIy Ay &
1a Of2al8 (2 Yé &lFRRfS fSILJa ¢SyyeQa aANBFG F2NNT
One more mighty plunge, and, with knee, lighd hand,

I lift my horse first by a nose past the stand;

We are under the string now the great race is done

And Salvator, Salvator, Salvator won!

Cheer, hoatheaded patriarchs; cheer loud, | say;

W¢ Aad GKS NI OS 2FdagKS OSyiddzaNE gAlGySaaSR (2

¢tK2daAK &S tA@0S (G6A0S GKS aLIl OS GKIFGQa ft20GSR (2
Ye never will see such a grand race again.

Let the shouts of the populace roar like the surf,

For Salvator, Salvator, king of the turf!

He has rivaled the record of thirteen long years,

He has worthe first place in the vast line of peers;

We¢ g &to-heckyEdhitst, a grand, honest race,

And even his enemies grant him the place ;
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Down into the dust let old records be hurled,
And hang out 2:05 to the gaze of the world.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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Pedigrees

The stock farms are booming,

The stable boys grooming,

Thenew silken coats on the trotters crop out,
The horses are neighing,

The frisky colts playing,

The spring is just throwing her bouquets about.

The horse kings are praising

The stock they are raising,

They tell you each strain is the best in the land;
And of course you agree,

All the points you can see

But how each is best you cannot understand.

When you leave the great stable

,2dz WNB aYFNI AT @2dzQNB [ o6f S
To step back and give one correct pedigree,
C2NJ 6KS RIFIYa 2y (KS aiANBQa &aARS
Andthesird 2y (GKS RIYQa &aARS

I NB YAESR &2 &2dz OFLyQd

i8Sttt 2yS$ RIY

GKFG @&2dz

Em. Pierce
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The Race of the Year

Come down to the Derby, come down to the race,

Come down to the downs with a smile on your face

In spite of the rain and the absence of sun,

CKSNBQa a2YSGKAy3a G2 aSS Ay Lazyz2yY
,2dzQf £ FAYR az2mSof ghadztieerF St 264 | YR
LiQa Frfglrea GKS OFrasS G4 GKS NIXOS 27

A wonderful sight is this wonderful course

To all who profess a regard for the horse.

Just look at the crowd from the bend of the land,
Like bees in a swarm all about the grand stand.
The roar of the voices that falls on the ear

Has a wonderful sound at the race of the year.

L 2dz2Q@S LY Syilie 2F OK2A0S AT e@2dz f22]
See the bloodooking team come along with the drag.

Each horse, in his place as he faces the hill,

Breaks inb a gallop and moves with a will.

The brokerdown hunter tied up in the rear

Hears the sound of the horn at the race of the year.

But now to the paddock, the crowd is select,

Some come to be seen and some come to inspect

Two sons of St. Simon, tworsoof Bend Or,

2 KAfTS 9YySNHeQa 2FFaALINAYy3I akKz2ga oSttt
This Gouverneur fills us with feelings of fear,

Sent over from France for the race of the year.

CKSNBQa a2YSGKAYy3 dzyO2YY2y O6F2NBHAGDS
Ly !''tAy3id2yQa OoONRBgys:I 3IJ22R Lazy2YeQa

Q8 &2yT

GKS &SI N

F2NJ I oy 3T

G2 GKS F2NBT

Y$ GKS Lizy/o
az2yT

tKS2 Q@S SYGSNBR GKS K2NES Ay (KS o0FNRYySi0Qa ylYSEZ

But both have a share in his fall or his fame;
The favourite was bred by the Dorsetshire peer,
He looks like the nag for the race of the year.
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GCKS@QNBS 2FFH¢ |4 GKS FlLff 2F GKS FErF3Isx gA0GK | &Ll
Thattries the condition of those in the lead.

tKS@QNB 2FFs Ay GKS GSSGK 2F (GKS 6AyR FyR G4KS NI A
CKIG agSSLA 20SN) { dz2NNBeQa KAAG2NROFE LAYy ®

In passing the furzes it seems to be clear

The Deemster is out of the race of the year.

And after the Corner thehouting is loud

2 KSy {GANXAy3IQa (62 3INIYyRazya OFYS 2dzi 2F (GKS
And Common and Gouverneur stealing away

Show the Birdcatcher line has a valuediay;

But Common comes up as the multitude cheer,

And adds to his record the race of the year.

O
Z
o

2 SNE LINRPdzR 2F (GKS 5SNbezx ¢oSQNB LINRBdzR 2F (KS o0NBSR
Of horses that go with such wonderful speed;

2 SONB LINRBdzR 2F (KS YSYy 6K2 FINB K2ySaid FyR adGN}AIK
In riding and racing and try to create

True sport, in the sense that is highest and dear

To England, whogaride is this race of the year.

W. Phillpotts Williams
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Ten Broeck

QX
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htS YIy | FNLSNRa 32yS G2 N
{fSSLAYQ 6KIFINR GKS of dzS3INI
hy GKS dzZLJ F yRQa @OSNRIFyid ON
2 KI N { KaBy groSNNE R

¢Sy . NBrSO1Qa atlro 2F YIFINDES 6KAGS
Dt AddSya WySIGK (GKS 32t RSy adz/=:

. @ (KS LIRR201ZI 46KIFEINDR (GKS YAIAKID
And glory of his fame begun.
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[ 20S GKFG NI} OS Kz2aakK ¢AYS 2Q RIe&H
Harper loved him like a child,

l'YR GKS FTANRG ljdAOl GNBYofAyQ ySAIK
w Ay Holnyth@ woodland wild

CStft dzLl2y 2t S 1 I NLISNDa S| NJ

Like a strain of music sweet,

2 SNBy Qi y2 YdzarAO KS 02dzZ R KSI NJ

Like the tread of rachoss feet.

Yes, | saw that foemile run

Down at Louisville in July,

Hot>t Al aSSYSR (GKS ONARfAYQ &dzy
Flamed theclouds along the sky.

Ten Broeck, white with lathered foam,

Like an eagle cut the air,

Brought his colors safely home,

Writ his name in history there.

Ole Kentucky saw that day

All her native pride retained,

/| 2dz RYy QG K2fR KSNJ 22& Ay agl e
When they knowed the race was gained

htS YIEy | FNLISNRa 3I2yS G2 NBaid:
{fSSLAYQ 6KIFINR 1GKS o0fdzSaINIaa ofz26azx
¢Sy . NBrSO1Qa aftlo A& 2y GKS ONBai

2 KIFNR GKS YSNNE RIFA&A& 3INRggaAOD

James Tandy Ellis
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Famous Ballad of the Jubilee Cup

You may lift me up in your arms, lad, and turn my face to the sun,

For a last look back at the dear old¢k where the Jubilee cup was won;

And draw your chair to my side, ladno, thank ye, | feel no pan

C2NJ LQY 32Ay3 2dzi 6AGK (GKS GARS>Y fFTRT odzi LQff (S

L QY &-6ing $nhéadly, and my head it has long turned gray,

But it allcomes back as clearly as though it was yesterday

The dust, and the bookies shouting around the clerk of the scales,
l'YR GKS OfSN)] 2F (GKS O2dz2NES> I yR
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Ay F2ND
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We¢ g aK 2t S AlYKONES a K ribre ofdid cfredddr tNa®, 6 0 dzil

With a straight run home to the service tee, and a finish along the flat,

G{GAFTFKE KX ¢St @2dz Y@ &atreée AGH {LRG o6FNNBRX vy
.dzi LG G2 FYR I 0A&ldzS LQR KIFQ Nd¥zy GKS NR&A|1T F2N

So westripped to the B. Race signal, the old red swallowtail

There was young Ben Bolt and the Portland Colt, and Aston Villa, and Yale;
And W. G., and Steinitz, Leander and The Saint,

YR GKS DSNXI Yy olookifbPibBas pan§ i S2 NE |

John Rberts (scratch), and Safety Match, The Lascar, and Lorna Doone,
Oom Paul (a bye), and Romany Rye, and me upon Wooden Spoon;
And some of us cut for partners, and some of us strung for baulk,

And some of us tossed for stationsBut there, what use to taP

Threequarter-back on the Kingsclere crack was station enough for me,

With a fresh jackyarder blowing and the Vicarage gdaka

And | leaned and patted her centlit and eased the quid in her cheek,

2 A0K | G{ 2K Y& f I aatfbrsheydrld do altbtitBpeake 2 dz o NHzi SHéE

She was geared a thought too high perhaps; she was trained a trifle fine;
But she had the grand reach forward! | never saw such a line!
Smoothbored, clean run, from her fiddle head with its dainty ear {zaltk,
Hardbit, pur sang, from her overhang to the heel of her off hind sock.
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Sir Robert he walked beside me as | worked her down to the mark;

G¢KSNBQa YzySe 2y (KAazX Y& fFTRXZé &aFAR KST d4alFlyR Y2
.dzii SFasS G4KS &KSS ilpack the seramim@geRighd, dzy | SNBRZ | yR
l'YR dzaS @2dzNJ af ARS (i GKS RANAIIKWIGHEEZ YR 6SQf f RNXR

But | bent and tightened my stretcher. Said | to myself, said |

GW2KYy W2ySazr (KA&a KSNB A& G(GKS WdzoAftSS /dzalz yR &2
Andthev2d NR& 6SNBYyQli KINRfe& aLl]1Sy 6KSy G(GKS dzYLANB &K
YR ¢S Fff 1AO01SR 2FF FTNRBRY (KS DIFIad62N)Ja 9YR 6AGK

And at first | thought of nothing, as the clay flew by in lumps,

But stuck to the old Ruy Lopez, and wondered @i® O f £ T2 NJ ( NMzY LJA =
And luffed her close to the cushion, and watched each one as it broke,

And in triple file up the Rowley Mile we went like a trail of smoke.

¢KS [F&aOFNJ YIRS GKS NYzyyAy3d odzi KS RARYQUG FY2dzyi
For old Oom Paul was quick on thall, and headed it back to touch;

And the whole first flight led off with the right as The Saint took up the pace,

And drove it clean to the putting green and trumped it there with an ace.

John Roberts had given a miss in baulk, but Villa clearddaxpunt;

And keeping her service hard and low the Meteor forged to the front;

With Romany Rye to windward at dormy and two to play,

And Yalecloseup 0 dzi | Wdzo At SS / dzLd Aay Qi NYzy F2N) SOSNE RI 8

We laid our course for the Warner | tell you the pacavas hot!

And again off Tattenham Corner a blanket covered the lot.

Check side! Check side! now steer her wide! and barely an inch of room,

2 A0K ¢KS [aOoOlNRa dFAf 2@SNJ) 2dzNJ £ SS NI Af | yR 0NYza

We were running as strong as evereightknotst 6 dzi A G O2dzZ Ry Qa4 € FadT
For the spray and the bails were flying, the whole field tailing fast;

And the Portland Colt had shot his bolt, and Yale was bumped at the Doves,

And The Lascar resigned to Steinitz, stalemated in fifteen moves.

It was lellows to mend with Roberts starred three for a penalty kick:

.dzi KS OKIFf1SR KA& 0Odz2S FyR 3l @S tWwWSY GKS odzids FyR
GhTHRaNoRat ' YR G F2dz2NISSy EfH alNy /201H yR (g2 7
G2 KSy 2d® Do NIy &datlim ivikendhoatok. KA a f SS
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He yorked him twice on a crumbling pitch and wiped his eye with a brace,

But his guyrope split with the strain of it and he dropped back out of the race;

YR L RNB% I 6SIFIR 2y (KS aSébeNDa fSIFIRX YR OKI ff
Bent over and patted her garboard strake, and called upon Wooden Spoon.

She was all of a shiver forward, the spoondrift thick on her flanks,

.dzi LOQR ONRdAKG KSNI Iy SlFae 3FrYoAidz yR yd2NESR KS
She answered her helm the darling'and woke up now with a rush,

2 KAfS GKS aSiS2NDa hekewwe rode$rhislbrish!t A 1S I N O

There was no one else left in it. The Saint was using his whip,

And Safety Match, with a lofting catch, was pocketed deep at slip ;

AndyoungBen 2f 0 6A 0K KA& yAofAOl G221 YAaa Fd [SIyYyRSND
But topped the net with the ricochet, and Steinitz threw up the sponge.

But none of the lot could stop therat y F @ 3 R2y QG al YS (2 aid2LH
The Villa had called for lemons, Oom Paul had taken hfs dro

And both were kicking the referee. Poor fellow! he done his best;

.dziZ 60SAYy3 Ay R2 dzowhkh hk SRk diNdiberSpRess@dk S Y 2 dzii

So inch by inch, | tightened the winch, and chucked the sand bags out
| heard the nursery cannons pdgheard the bookies shout :

G ¢KS aSiS2NI gAyaHé ab2r 222RSYy {LR2yHé [/ KSO] Hé
G Fad [FLHE at | dapl potlupdkedeln and viofed & RR

w»

You may overlap atthe sadefef I L= | yR &@SdG 6S t22QR 2y GKS Gl LIS VY
And it all &épends upon changing ends, how a seyearold will shape;

It was tack and tack to the Lepe and bacla fair dingdong to the Ridge,

l'YR KS fSR 0& KAa FT2NBINR OFyo@la &Sia
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He led by his forward canvas he led fromhis strongest suit

But along we went on a roaring scent, and at Fawley | gained a foot.

He fisted off with his jigger, and gave me his wastoo late !

Deucet Vantaget Check! By neck and neck we rounded into the straight.

L O2dzZ R KSINWYIK-SMNBHMR {jldz 2y D2RFTNBe2Qa ol yRX

And my hopes fell sudden to zero, just there, with the race in tand

Ly aA3aKd 2F GKS ¢dzZNFQa . tdzS wAooz2ys Ay &arakKda 27F &
As | felt the tack of her spinnakerrack! as | heard the steam escape!
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Had I lost at that awful juncture my presence of mind?. . . but no!

| leaned and felt for the puncture, and plugged it there with my toe . . .

I YR 2@SNJ KIFIyR o0& GKS aSYOSNEQ {dFyR L fAFTGSR FyR
Shott clean and fair to the crossbar thex, and landed the Jubilee Cup !

4 ¢KS 2RR o6& | KSIRX IyR £S83 06ST2NBxX¢ a2 G(GKS wdzR3
l'YR (GKS dzYLIANB aK2dziSR & h@SNH¢ odzi L ySAGKSNI aLR
They crowded round: for there on the ground | lay in a dealdl swoon,

Pitched necland crop on the turf atop of my beautiful Wooden Spoon.

Her dewlap tire was punctured, her bearings all red hot;

{KS WR | f2fftAy3 G2y3dz2ST YR KSNJI 02g¢aLINA{G &aLINHz 3
And amid the sobs of her backers, Sir Robert loosenedjini

'YR SR KSNJIlglte (2 GKS 1ylrO1SNnae {KS KIFIR NI} OSR

But I mind me well of the tear that fell from the eye of our noble Prince,

And the things he said as he tucked meinbel YR L W@S fl Ay GKSNB SO
¢ K2 Q A {xetl dpiquedpttiafhappéned before my spill,

.dzi L RNBS Ye (GK2dalyR &@SFNIey AGQff LIle F2N (K
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LQY 32Ay3 2dzit &2 de®f I KRAA ARSI tydYoft S IANI @S

And whiles you will bring your bride, lad, and your sons, if sons you have,

YR GKSNB ¢gKSy GKS RSga INB ¢SSLIAyYy3IS YR (GKS SOK2
And the salt, salt tide comes creeping and covers the poppiegse ;

In the hour when the ducks deposit their eggs with a boasted force,

CKSeQft 221 FYR ¢BRANSNEZ &) 8o EEY R2OKNI BEKR O2 dz2NA
And your voice will break as you try to speak of the glorious first of June,

When the Jubilee Cup, with John Jones up, was won upon Wooden Spoon.

Arthur Thomas Quille€ouch
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The Trotting Wonders of 1889

& 2 QSNE il was dibpped

¢CKIFIG akKdzi FNRBY @GASg G(GKS LIl adx GK2Q y20 F2NH2G:
Old veterans in the years to come will read

hT Qydp GKS @SINI2F ¢g2yRNRdza aLISSRO

Maud S., the queen, stood trembling in her stall,

In fear of baby thregrear-old Sunol!

And Bonnersitill, to keep the magic crown,

C2NJ al FSiée G(K2dAKGZ Wi ¢+ a oSGGSNI (G2 O02YS R24y
And buy the wonder ere she snatched the prize

That Maud still clutched before his welcome eyes.

tK2Q {dzy2f A& | YINBStf adaNBE Sy2dzaKx:
¢ KSNBQNB 2 0KSNJ étfedaygB,a G SNE> adAff

Who yet may knock some seconds from the mark,

'YR £SI @3S FFHYSR .2yySNDRa adlof
Axtell, the king, electrify the world

Stamboul or Palo Alto take a whirl!

These wonders stand a very likely show

To stop the ticker just a notcrebow.

Among the wonders, which, say you, is best?

LF¥ e2d2Qff ff2¢3 t1LQff LIAOL 2yS FTNRY GKS ySai
LQff fl1& Y& KIFEIyYyR 2y 'EGSttQa AyFlyid KSIRZ

The greatest wonder yet alive or dead!

Maud S., you say, with Queen stamped on her brow,

And Axtell still to Susl has to bow.

,Sasx GKFG ¢S AN yOdT odzi €221 GKS GNIAYSNE 2QSNJ
Was ever such a thing heard of before;

A novice in the art, breed, raise and drive

The fastest stallion that stands up alive,

And only three years old, when like a ghost

He tore the stalbn record from the post?

It takes an expert to get all the speed
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Experience and skill in all things will excel,
And that is why Sunol has beat Axtell.
Time wins at last with all, no getting by it,
Althoudh we never give up till we try it.
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Will brightly shine upon the page of time.

Em. Pierce
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In Memory of Nancy Hanks

Dead is the famous Nancy,
One time Queen of the Trot,
That went against all comers
And got away with the lot.

Lot of the swiftest speeders

That ever hit the track,

But Nancy showed them her paces,
And set the whole bunch back.

Back to the common figures
Which mark the fastest stunt
Of their very best performance,
While Nancy went to the front.

Front of the trotting record

That turnedall others down,

And placed on the time of Nancy
¢tKS vdzSSy 27F (KS

Crown that she wore with honor
Through many a brilliant race,
And passed it on to the next one
Fitted to fill her place.

Place in the glory record,

Up there at thehead,

Lit by the blazing turfight,
Undimmed now she is dead.

Dead out there in Kentucky,

At rest in a bluegrass spot,

Where the lovers of all good horses
May lay a forgetme-not.

CNRPGUSNEQ ONRBgy O

William James Lampton

128

—
| —



The Ringers

.54z LQ@S GNI @St SR gAGK | NAYIASNE
Slept and drank and ate my dier

In a box car with a winner,

Going forty miles an hour;

YR LQ@S NH2O6SR KAa ljdzA SNRAY 3 Ydza Of S
In between heats, in a tussle,

When he had to hump and hustle

And show all his speed and power.

But that ringer was a wonder,

They could never knockrhiunder,

Unless some one made a blunder,

hNJ KS YAIKG 0SS G2NRBy3IZE e2dz {y26H
.dzi 6KSY AYy | aFAlé O2yRAGAZ2YZ

Let him draw any old position,

He just seemed to know his mission

When the word was given, & 3 2 H¢

2 KSy LQR GF1S Y& aSIid 060SKAYR KAYZ
| wouldknow just where to find him,

And | never used to mind him,

If he scored a little rank;

For | knew he soon would settle,

lf0K2Q FdzZf 2F 3IFYS YR YSGift Sz
He would never chafe or nettle,

For he was no trotting crank!

Oh, the name he trotted under,

Well, he sure had quite a number,

And | often had to wonder

2KlIG 6SQR 0SGGSNI Ottt KAY ySEGH
Sometimes we would dub him Hard Oaks,

Yes, some fellows thought him Small Hopes,

Then, again we named him Tough Spokes,

And he answered well the text.
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Oneday SQR GNRUGX GKSY AKALI KAYXZ

¢t KNBS Kdzy RNBR YAfS&a 6SQR af ALl KAY
.S8ST2NB F3AFAY 6SQR aldNARLI KAY

As a green one for the race;

It makes me blush to say it,

LiQa | RANLE gleée G2 LXte Ad:

But the tarifft we must pay it,

And put on an honest face.

But at lasf out West we got it,

When two Blue Bulls like a rocket
Ran and paced us in the pocket,
While the judges blandly smile;

To our claim of foul, they, winking,
Say according to their thinking,

L WY I ONXdyhking, 2 NJ
hNJI LQY LX I 82§ QHSI
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.dzii gl @& 2y0S Y2NB gSQNB 3I2Ay3:

l'YR GKS 3Jly3a L GKAY] LQY &aK2gAy3

CKIG dKSeQftf KI@S I OKFyOS 2F o0ft26Ay3
Ere they head me in the race;

But | see a Blue Bull coming,

I SQa y2G GNRGGAY3IS YySAGKSNI NHzyyAy3a:
But with stride terrific, stunning,

Thatsidewheeler takes my place.

.dzi GKS ONRBgR Fff a¢SIFENIKSQa ddNROGGAYy3:
And my protest goes for nothing,

All I get is hoots and scoffing,

While | ask for justice there;

But the judges with a glimmer,

Say you pesky New York sinner,

That Blue Bull has bheyour ringer,

And he trotted fair and square.

2Sffx ¢S (K2daAKG 6SQR R2 y2 aldsSHtAy3
As our business, close to stealing,

Kinder soothed us in our feeling,

And we shipped for home that day;

But that Indiana stinger,

Was the first and last dust sgjer,
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That played havoc with our ringer,
Which is all | have to say.

Em. Pierce
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Our Horses

This is our English stable lad,

A curious mixture of good and bad

But a way with a horse that would make you gtad

2 A0K KAa aGaiKFyl @2dzZ aANHé YR KA&a GOSNER I22RI¢
His sure light hand and a head like wood,;

He sits as only a horseman could,

In the saddlevhere he was bred.

Royally bred and quick as a cat,
A little light, but her bone is flat,

ThisRomay 2 a SR FAffte ¢gSQNB t221Ay3a o

{KSQa (GKNBS &SINJ2fR YR L 06S3 G2 adlas
,2dzQR 2LISy @e2dzNJ SeSa AT @2dz al¢g GKS NI GS
That filly can step to a fiviear gde

And clear it out of her stride.

This chestnut mare is rising five;

| doubt if we ever will break her alive,

To go under saddle or even to drive

It all depends on the way she feels.

{KSQa YAIKGEe GAO1tAaK NRBdzyR (KS KSSftax
LQOR NJ (K S adogebtheavifeel&k S NJ § K

When daylight shines on her shoes.

¢tKSNBQ&a I o0A3 o6l& K2NBS Ay G(GKS GKANR 2248 o02E
With a coat like satin and three white socks,

Powerful stifle and cleanut hockst

A bold bright eye and a heart of gold,

A mouth as light as a dtlicould holdt

He never knew wrong since the day he was foaled:

A hunter of high degree.

She can trot all day and be just the same;

In the show ring, too, she has made her name;

¢tKSNBQa y20 I KFEANIAY KSNJ KARS o6dzi A& 3FYSo

The best of all till the & | save:
So strong, so honest, so gentle and brave,
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She has paid us back every copper we gave
The big brown mare at the end.

They are all sold now and I long in vain

To feel the pull on the bridle rein

Or hear the creak of a saddle again;

To hardle a horse for his own sweet sake,

As he frets for his head while you give and take,
Till you see a jump you know you can make,
Then loose him, and over he goes.

F M Ware
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I sit and close my eyelids and | dream | see them pass,
| seem to smell the perfume of tHeacken and the grass.
The stirring cries of hunting ring again throughout my brain,
The longing that it rouses there is worse than any pain.

Above the roar of London | can hear the voice of hounds,

¢KS ONIOlAYy3a 2F (GUKS Kdpfaudd¥ | yQa ¢KALI yR 20KSNJ (St
The din of locomotion in the teeming busy street

La OKIy3ISR Ayidz2z GKS LI GGSNI2F | F2EQa FtéAay3a ¥SSi

| dream | watch his progress as he scuds along the ground,
YR aSSYy (2 (y2¢ KAA Llz2N1}RasS FyR (G4KS 32+t G2 6KAO
And though his hediis bursting and his eyes are red with rage,

He pushes on his journey, with defiance, stage by stage.

He glares about him dares not rest (i K S &idupdh the scent!

tKS@QNB O2YAYy3dIH ! K GKS@QNB Ot2aSNE YR KAa adNBy
I grip myarmchair handles with the sweat upon my brow

My sympathy is with the fox; | want to save him now!

But hounds are running, noses down, at a terrific rate,
The first redcoated rider neatly tops the fivbarred gate.
The huntsman rams the rowels in agdps his saddle tight;
Behind him streams the eager fialdit is a thrilling sight!

l'YR FIFINJR2gy @2YyRSNISYQNIfR aft2L)S | tAGGES Y20Ay13
| 2f Ra SOQONE SeéS IyR SOQONE KSIFNIT GKS@QNB AL AyAy3
The thundering of hoofs rings out and hourate screaming shrill,

CKIG fAGGES FREKSQAESOQS RARSH2FSHRAY I &GAftH

* * %

¢CKSY 6AGK I &adFNI GKS @Aarz2yQa A2y SH 5dZf o0dzaAySa
L Wit ySOSNIly26> odzi adAtt L 3IdSaaz GKFEG F2E 3I2i0

G C Scheu
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The Elkridge Hunt Club

The Elkridge pack went ouhe day,

To hunt in Harford far away,

The riders all were keen and gay,

Their hounds were fit and ready.

LY 622RSR O02@SNI az2z2y i
Right on the trail was every hound,

With stern in air and nose to ground,

The pace was fast and steady.

Thecourse lay over hill and dale,
The jumps were on a biggish scale,
With ditches wide and post and rail,

K

S aFf2dzyRI ¢

¢CKFEG G221 | at2d 2F R2Ay3Iodé

But on the pack relentless pressed

¢tKS FASERI AYy aGLAY1é YR YdzFiA
& aLl2aasaa

lff NARAY3I KINRZ AT

Closeon their heels pursuing.

At length to give the pack a lurch,

The wily fox made for a church,

Where mosggrown tombs might stop the search,
And give him time for breathing.

And here he found a strong ally,

C2NJFa GKS LI O1 OIFYS Ay
Out stegpped a blackrocked Dominie,

With wrath and anger seething.

The foremost rider came in sight,

A picture she with color bright,

Her dark blue habit fitting tight,

Her mount weHlbred and mannered.
She cleared the wall in gallant shape,
And saw theparson stand a@ape.
(Meanwhile the fox made his escape
And down the hill meandered.)
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Gl 2f R KINRH¢ GKS LI NER2Y OIFffSR |f2dR:
G2 KIFd YSFya (GKAa al ONARE SIA2dza ONPR 6 RK
With shame my scanty locks are bowed

To think of such misdoing.

Consider well this piauthatch!

52y Qi NRARRS dzLl2y Yeé aLAyl OK LI} G§OKH

My catisscared 1 KS S33a 62y Qi KI G§OKH

The mischief is-Arewing!

GDSG 2dziH I Y224SH {K22H {OFdiH .S32ySH
228H 22S8SH !'fFaH LQY Fff dzyR2YySH

Go right back home each, every one!

And hang your heads in sorrbw

Butt if that lady on the bay

Will jump that fence across the way,

You all can come back every day,

Beginning withteY 2 NNR2 ¢ ® ¢

DSG
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The Master of the Horse

Horses, like men, need a fair bit of schooling,

Three things are certain, whatever they say;
Kindness and courage, and patience you must lhave
Breaking a horse is not done in a day.

No matter what is his ager his temper,

One method only for all in the main,

Not one way with one horse, and one with another

{SS1 G2 3ISH ySIFENBN GKS FyAYlIfQa oNIAYyo®

Instead of applying the whip and the rowel,

Feel him out firmly with finger and knee,

Speak to him coollyoax him as kindly

hNJ Y80S @2dxftf Fteé 2y (GKS FANRG o60AdG 2F St o

If you would master him, why not remember

To first teach yourself how to work and obey?

Are the lazy and insolent best in the saddle

2 KSYy SFTF2NI FyR Rdzie ySQSNI OFYS Ay (GKSANI gl &K

See b the grazing, the stabling and feeding,

/| 2YyaARSNI GKS &a2NI 2F O2yRAGA2Y GKSBQNB AyT
You like some comfort and good food to workon

Then never break horses when hungry and thin.

Give a young bolter the rein for a moment,

Play with his nature and seeK I i KSQf t R2T
Suret if you bear on him, jag him and saw him,

There may be a wide gaptween him and you.

LT KS aial1Sa K2ftRé a &2dzQNBE I2Ay3 (2 O20SNIL=

And you are not feeling as fit as you should,

DAPS KAY GKNBS (dzNYVaowNRdzy R I L) 2dzaK gAGK Ada 7FdzN
It might tend to alter his fidgety mood.

{2YS NS F2NJ KN} aKAYy3 YR aNdHzyyAy3a WSY R2ySs¢
Those that have taken to bolt or to kick;
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Others, with Galvayne, would humor their hearing;
alye | 3I22R Wdzy Aa aLRAfQR 6AGK I aGA01 @

2 KSy KSQa Rbyidknow $o Eommedhim,
This is his due as a matter of course;

The horse understandsrainsmakes man the master,

So break in yoursetf and then break in the horse.

George Algernon Fothergill
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The Old Gray Mare

¢ K S MEnQE rails on an ufand green

With a good takeoff and a landing sound,

Six fences grim as were ever seen,

YR AlGQa GKSNB L 62dd R 6S 6A0GK TFT2E [yR K2dzyRo®
Oh, that was a country free and fair

For the raking stride of my old gray mare!

With herraking stride and her head borne high,

And her ears rick, and her heart-lame,

And the steady look of her deep brown eye,

| warrant the gray mare knew the game:

LG o1& a! L) G2 Al tFraaHé FyR 60ST¥F2NB L (1ySé=z
We were up and off, and on we flew.

Therooks from the grass got up, and so,
With a caw and flap, away they went;

When the gray mare made up her mind to go
At the tail of the hounds on a breaktgh scent,
The best of the startled rooks might fail

To match her flight over post and rail.

While some of the thrusters grew unnerved,
And looked and longed for an open gate,
And one crashed down and another swerved,
She went for it always true and straight:

She pounded the lot, for she made it good
With never a touch of splintered wood.

Rull many a year has come and gone

Since last she gathered her spring for me,

And lifted me up, and so flew on

Unchecked in a country fair and free.

LOPS NARRSYy | a02NB aAyOS GKSyx odzi ySQSNJ
Crossed one that could live with the old gray mare.

Rudolgh Chambers Lehmann
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Nota Bene

. 2834z (2 GKS KdzyiAy3d FASEtRH ¢K2dAK Wi Aa b20SYo SN

¢ KS 6 AYyRQAT Huya wirkee we stafzfi K

| 26 SOSNI SEOAGSRY @2dzQff LXSH&AS G2 NBYSYOSNI
Thattdzy G Ay3Qa + A0ASYOSZ YR NARAY3I +y | NI
The fox takes precedence of all from the cover;
¢tKS Kdzy i SNRa +y FYyAYFf LlzN1J32aSte oNBRX
After the pack to be ridden, natver.
Hounds are not reared to be knocked on the head.
Anonymous
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The Death of the Old Squire

W ¢ galwéld, mad kind of night, as black as the bottomless pit;

The wind was howling away like a Bedlamite in a fit,

Tearing the ash boughs off, and mowing the poplars down,

In the meadows beyond the old flour mill, where you turn off to the town.

And therain (well itdid rain) dashing against the window glass,

And deluging on the roof, as the Devil were come to pass;

The gutters were running in floods outside the stable door,

l'YR (GKS alLkRdzia aLil aKSR FTNRY (KS GAfSax ra (GKSe ¢

[ 25NXK2¢ (GKS G6AYRSNAB NI GGt SRH @2dzQR FfyYz2ald KFEQ (GK2c
Were wrenching at the shutters, while a ceaseless pelt of leaves

Flew to the doors in gusts; and | could hear the beck

CrfftAay3a a2 f2dR L 1ySe i 2y0S AG o6l & dzLd G2 F GFf

We was huddling in the harnessom, by a little scrap of fire,

And Tom, the coachman, he was theregractising for the choir;

But it sounded dismal, the anthem did, for Squire was dying fast,

l'YR GKS R200G2N) alFARX R2 g¢gKlasti KS ¢g2dzZ RY {ljdzZANBQa o
Thedeathg | G OKZ adzNE Sy2dzAKX GAO1TSR f2dzR 2dzald 20SN) GKC
¢t K2dzZ3K KS KIR yS@OSNI 2y0S 06SSy KSIFNR dzLJ §KSNBE aAiyo
l'YR (KS 2yfeé &a2dzyRX 06SaARS ¢2YQa (dzySs ¢l a GKS ad
And the gnawing and the tching of the rats in the owd walls.

2§ O02dzZ RYyQiU KSIFNIS5SFGKQa F220 L) aa oeéxX odzi S 1YyS
And the chill rain, and the wind and cold, made us all shake with fear;

We listened totheclock up G F ANB > Wi g1 & oNBIFIGKAY3 az2¥Fd yR 2632
Fori KS ydz2NAS alFARX 4G4 GKS Gdz2NYy 2F yAIKG GKS 2t R {|jc

Master had been a wildish man, and led a roughish life;

5ARY QO KS aKz220 (GKS .2¢G2y {ljdZANBIZ K2 RINBR @gNAI
He beat the Rads at Hindon Town, | heard, in twerTite,

Whenevery pail in the market place was brimmed with red port wine.
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And as for hunting, bless your soul, why, for forty years or more

|l SQR 1SLMi GKS al NISé K2z2dzyRaz YIyX &4 KA& FlLedKSNI
And now to die, and in his bed the season just begun

GLERY KAY FTNBGzZ¢é GKS R200G2NJ alFARX aFba Ad YAIKE R2

And when the young sharp lawyer came to see him sign his will,
Squire made me blow my horn outside as we were going to Kill;

And we turned the hounds out in the court that seemed to do him gah
For he swore, and sent us off to seek a fox in Thornhill Wood.

But then the fever it rose high, and he would go see the room
Where mistress died ten years ago when Lammastide shall come;
I mind the year, because our mare at Salisbury broke down;
Moreover, the townhall was burnt at Steeple Dinton Town.

It might be two, or halpast two, the wind seemed quite asleep;
Tom, he was off, but |, awake, sat watch and ward to keep;
The moon was up, quite glorious like, the rain no longer fell,
When al at once out clashed and clanged the rusty turret bell
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¢KFG KFERYyQG 0SSy KSINR FT2NJ dgSyide @SIFENE yz2i
Tom he leaped up, and | leaped up, for all the houbtaae

Had sure not scared us half so much, and out we ran like mad,

I, Tom and Joe, thewhippek Yy = I yR (Q ftAGGES adlrofS fIR®

al SQa (1AftfSR KAYaSt¥z¢é OGKFGQa GKS ARSF GKIFG OFYS
| felt as sure as though | saw Squire Barrowly was dead,;

When all at once a door flew back, and he met us face to face;

His scarlet cat was on his back, and he looked like the old race.

The nurse was clinging to his knees, and crying like a child;

The maids were sobbing on the stairs, for he looked fierce and wild;

G{FRRfS YS [AIKIGyAy3ad .Saazx Yeé YSyszé¢ GKIFIGIQa ¢KIG K
GeE82y Aa dzZLllz 6SQONB adz2NB (G2 WFAYRQ Fd {d2L) 2N 94

GaDSG 2dzi (KS-nigh2 and Joung &y¥in ahdsbund, i 2

LQff KI @S I Ndzy 2yO0OS Y2NBE o0SF2NB G(GKSe& Lizi YS dzyRS
They brought my father home feet first, and it never shall be said

That his son Joe, who rode so straight, died quietly in his bed.
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Then clapped the old black velvet cap upon his long gray hair,

Thrust on his boots, snatched down his whip, though he was oldvaiad;

There was a devil in his eye that would not let me speak.

We loosed the dogs to humor him, and sounded on the horn;

The moon was up above the woods, just east of Haggard Bourne;
L 0dzO01 f SR [ Aadnkasty the Sh@ra was WalttRirtg ine
He let the stirrups down himself so quick, yet carefully.

Then up he got and spurred the mare, and, ere | well could mount,
He drove the yard gate open, man, and called to old Dick Blount,
Our huntsman, dead five years agofor the fever rose again

And was spreading like a flood of flame fast up into his brain.

Then off he flew before the dogs, yelling to call us on,

While we stood there, all pale and dumb, scarce knowing he was gone;

We mounted, and below the hill we saw the fox break out,

A/YR R2gy (GKS O2@SNI a4ARS 6S KSINR GKS 2fR {ljdzA NBQ2

And in the moonlit meadow mist we saw him fly the rail

Beyond the hurdles by the beck, just haty down the vale;

| saw him breast fence after fence nothing could turn him back;
Andin the moonlight after him streamed out the brave old pack.

Weglta tA1S I RNBIFYZ ¢2Y ONASR G2 YSs +ta S NRBRS ¥
Hoping to turn him at the brook, that could not well be passed,

C2NJ AG ¢l a apg2ttSy gAGK GKS NIAYY odzi FKH Wi gl a
Nothing could stop old Lightning Bess but the broad breast of the sea.

The hounds swept on, and well in front the mare had got her stride;
She broke across the fallow land that runs by the down side;

We pulled up on Chalk Linton Hill, and, as we stoodheret

Two fields beyond we saw the Squire fall stone dead from the mare.

Then she swept on, and in full cry the hounds went out of sight;
A cloud came over the broad moon and something dimmed our sight,
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As Tom and | bore master home, both speakingenruteath;
YR KIFI{iQa G4KS gle& L alg GKQ 26R {1jdANBS NARS 62fR

Anonymous
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The Legend of Boastful Bill

At a roundup on the Gily

hyS a6SSG Y2NYAyYyQ f2y3 | 322
Ten of us was throwed right freely

By a hawse from Idaho.

YR ¢S (K2da&HIKB@R 3I2 |

Fora man to break his pride,

TilL,aKA § OKAY Q dzLJ 2y S € S33Ays
Boastful Bill cut loose and cried

GLQY | 2yQNEB LINRPLRAAGAZY FT2NJ (2 KdzNIOT

| fulfill my earthly mission with a quirt;

I kin ride the highest liver

W¢gSSy (G(KS DdzZ ¥ FYR t28RSNI wi GSNE

' YR NBEX{f GoKA & GKAy3 Fa Shaeé Fa LQR TFfANLDE

So Bill climbed the Northern Fury

And they mangled up the air

Till a native of Missouri

Would have owned his brag was fair.

¢ K2dzaAK (KS LJX dzy3Sa {1SLIQ KAY NBStAyYyQ
And the wind it flapped his shirt,

Loudaboveth& | 6 8 SQa aljdzSIHtAyQ

We could hear our friend assert:

GLQY KS 2yS (2 Gl 1S adzOK NIXi{AyQa lFa | 221S=
Some one hand me up the makings of a smoke!

LT &2dz GKAY]l Y& FIFrYS ySSRa oNARIKIQYAYQ

208y LQff NRBLIS | a0NBIF]1 2F ftAIKIGYAYQ

'YR LQff OAYOK WAYE dzZKISE¥R 0 &RIHzRID W

Then one caper of repulsion

.NR1S GKIFIG KIFIgasSQa ol 01 Ay Gg20
Cinches snhapped in the convulsion;

Skyward man and saddle flew.

') KS Y2dzyiSRZ yS@SNItF33IAyQs
While we watched him through our tears,
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YR KAa frad GKAYy o0AdG 2F O6NIFIIAYQ
CameaRNR LILIAY Q (G2 2dzNJ SI NRY

GLF @2dzQR SOSNJ ¢ GOKSR Y& KlIoAala GSNeB Of 2a
,2dz 62dd R 1y296 LQOOS OoONR1S adzOK NI} ooAita oe
L KI@S 1SLIQ Yeé GFftSyd KARAYQT

LQY G22 322R F2NJ SINIKfeé NARAYQ

YR LQY 2FF (! REZBAEGHEKS fAIKGYAYQ
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Years have gansince that ascension,

.2FadaFdzA At f FAYQG YSOSNIEAGT

{2 ¢S NBO12y (GKIFIG KSQa 4NBYOKAYyQ

{2YS OStSailAlrt 2dzitl ¢Qa oAl®

When the night rain beats our slickers

And the wind is swift and stout,

'YR KS fAIKIGYAYyQ FEINB&a YR FftAO0O]SNAZ
We kin sometimes hediim shoutt

GLQY -idNBYOPRQ 62yRSNI 2y (GKS FteT

LQY  KS-offiunder ¢f e sky2 v

|l AH @2dz SINIKfAYyQas akKdzi &2dzNJ 6AYRSNE

2 KAETS 6SQONBE NRLILAYQ Of 2dzRa (2 FEAYRSNEZ
IfthisblueS@ SR RI NI AyQ (1A01a |G e2dzZ @2dz RASHE

Stardust on his chaps drsaddle,

Scornful still of jar and jolt,

I SQf f O2YS odtr&@lle a2YS RI &3 |
Of a baldfaced thunderbolt.

And the thinskinned generation

Of that dim and distant day

Sure will stare with admiration

When they hear old Boastful say:

GL oI d@ old avwhiddiszall confessed.

b2¢ LQY f I aders,2addthe bebt. NP dz3 K

Huh! you soft and dainty floaters,

2 A0K 82dzQNBE F QNRLX FySa YR Y2302N&

| dzKH ' NB @&2dz G4KS 3INBIG INFYROKAfRNBY 2F (KS 2

Badger Clark
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¢CKS ! YRSNIIF1TSNRa | 2N&ES

The eldest son ts#rides him,

And the pretty daughter rides him,

'YR L YSSO KAY 2Fi0 2Q Y2NyAy3aa 2y GKS [/ 2dzNBST
And there kindles in my bosom

An emotion chill and gruesome

'a L OFYyGSNI LI ad G4KS ! yRSNIF{SNRa | 2NARS®

Neither shies he nor is restive,

But a hideously suggtive

Trot, professional and placid, he affects;

And the cadence of his hobkats

To my mind this grim reproof beats;

GaSyR @2dzNJ LI OS> Y& FNASYRI L WY O2YAy3dod 2K2Qa (K

Ah! studbred of ilfomen,

| have watched the strongest go men

Of pith and might and muscle at your heels,

Down the plantairbordered highway,

61 S @Sy aSyR AlG ySQSNIo6eée Yeé gl @Ho
In a lacquered box and jetty upon wheels.

Answer, sombre beast and dreary,

Where is Brown, the young, the cheery,

Smith, the pride of &his friends and half the Force?

You were at that last dreadiak

We must cover at a walk,

.NAY3 GKSY 6101 G2 YSZT h ! yRSNIF{SNDa | 2NESH

With your mane unhogged and flowing,

And your curious way of going,

And that businesslike black crimping of yoait,t

90SY GAGK . Sltdzie 2y @2dzNJ ol O1Z {ANE
tF OAy3 a | flReQa KIFO1ZI {ANE

What wonder when | meet you | turn pale?

It may be you wait your time, Beast,
Till I write my last bad rhyme, Beast
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Quit the sunlight, cut the rhyming, drop the glass
Follow dter with the others,

Where some dusky heathen smothers

Us with marigolds in lieu of English grass.

Or, perchance, in years to follow,

I shall watch your plump sides hollow,

See Carnifex (gone lame) become a carse

{SS 2fR +3S G frad 2QSN1LIR26SNI &2dz=

And the Station Pack devour you,

L akKlff OKdzO01fS GKSYyX h ! yRSNII]TSNR& | 2NBASH

.dzi G2 AyadZ G 2A0SI YR jdzSaidz LQ@S

Still the hideously suggestive

Trot that hammers out the unrelenting text,

And | hear it hard behind me

Ly ¢KFG LXTFOS a2S8SQSNIJ L FAYR YS

G{dzNB (2 OFGOK &2dz a22ySNJ 2NJ fFGSN® 2K2Q48 (KS ySE

Rudyard Kipling

149

—
| —



The Coeero and the Horse

Every country has its troubles

Which affect the human tribe;

Over here they come in doubles,

Like the donor and the bribe;

Take the Philippine cochero

With his Filipino horse,

CtKS@QNBE Sy2dzaK G2 RNAGS | RSIO2y
To bad liquor and reorse.

Did you ever see amombré

With a sad seraphic face

On a onehoss shay calésa,

Ambling at a backward pace?

Did you ever wave him from yau

Did he ever stop? Perhaps,

LT KSQa FTAYyAaKSR KAA& airsSaidl =
Or incurred a mental lapse.

Did he sport anether garment

Of a weird chromatic hue,

And a dinky old sombrero?

' YR LISNKI LJA KS RARYy QG OKSg
Betelnut and plug tobacco?

Ever see the mixture ooze

From his classic coral liplets,

Flavored by the rankest booze?

5AR @2dz SOSNJ GSftf KAYZ a{A3T3IeH
OorLQff oNBI] @2dz2NJ of22YAYyQ KSIFRHE
Did he ever swear by all the

{FAylas da& K2NBRS Aa Ffyz2aild RSIREK
Was the wicked oldaballo

Ever more than half alive?

Did he ever take a sudden

Think and make a fancy dive?
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Did you ever start for Greenland,
And windup at the South Pole?
Did you ever take the bearings
Of a newmade sixfoot hole?

Did you ever bump a street car?
Did you ever stop a train?

Did you ever test the soundness
Of a caststeel water main?

5AR @2dz SOSNJ aodzYld §KS 0dzYLISNEE K
Everrided2 YS{iQa (FAfK

Ever go up in an airship?

Have you ever raced a shail?

LT &2dz KI #S3s e2dzQ@S 324 | y2iA2y>
hyteé WLINREAYLFGSS 2F O2dzNASEI

Of the even, easy motion

Of a Filipino horse.

And the dear old kind cochero!

How he loves his little plug!

How hestrokes him with his whigiash

Y{ AT KS 46SNB | Rdzaidie NMzaH
But the crafty olccaballo

With his horsesense gone astray

Wreaks his righteous, deep resentment,

On the daskboard, day by day.

Now the Philippine cochero

May be humant L R2y Qi 1y26T

A/YR KAa K2NHES YI& 06S I GONRGGSNEE
| have heard it stated so;

But from all my firshand knowledge,

| am free to state, at least,

It would take a modern Solon

To distinguish man and beast.

Oh, this world is full of grafters,
Greengoods men and comnmocrooks,
Troublemakers, natureakirs,
Ananiases and Cooks;

Take them one by one and roll them
Into one Satanic whole,
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And the end is drawing nigh,

KlFyOSa INB LQff KIFI@S Ye &ONHzLX Sa
W, 2dzi GKS ySIFENI{gSSi .8&S |y . 8ST
¢tKSy LQftf OFrftt Iy 2fR O020KSNER

On the street, and softly say,

G{A3FIeH F2N GKS [26SN)I wSIA2yaxzé
Andt KSQff KSIR GKS 2GKSNJ gl 8o
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Norbert Lyons
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Bolts

I've a head like a violinase; I've a jaw like a piece of steel;

I've a mouth like indimubber, and devil aibl feel;

So I've had my fun with a biped thing that clambered upon my back,

And I'm in at the death, though I'm panting for breath, right bang in the midst of the pack.

With a cockney sportsman mounted on top,
That has hired me out for theag,

It's the moment for me to be off for a spree
In a new and original way.
In my own most original way.
Oats! but my spirits were gay!

When | betted my bit that my rider should sit
Somewhere else ere the close of the day.

| starteda gentle canter; | felt him bob about,

His spurs went in, and the roots of sin, they whipped my hind legs out.
He put his arms around my neck, 'twas kindly meant, | swear,

But he had no call to spoil it all by pulling out half my hair.

He left his h&in a puddle, he left his whip on a gate,

The briars knew where, but | don't care, the bits of his tunic wait;

He bade me stay, | raced away, to the sound of the huntsman's horn,
And at last | laid him gently in the arms of a bold blackthorn.

The whp waits safe in the harnessom, the groom in the stable yard,
It's not that | mind a tanning my hide's grown far too hard

But that tied to a fly I'm safe to die, and on chaff and straw abstain,
For as sure as | snort, if they give me this sortoafrse | shall do it again.

With a cockney sportsman mounted on top,
That has hired me out for the day,
It's the moment for me to be off for a spree
In a new and original way.
In my own most original way.
Oats! but my spirits we gay!
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When | betted my bit that my rider should sit
Somewhere else ere the close of the day.

Anonymous
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The Passing of the Horse

Evenylittle while they tell us that the horse has got to go;

First the trolley was invented because he went so slow,

l'YR (GKSe& (G2fR dza 0GKIFId 6SQR o0SOGSNIy2G 1SSLI NIAAAY
When the streefcars came to moting that the horses pulled before,

I thought it was all over for old Fan and Doll and Kit,

{ QLR ASR (KS K2NRSO0AAIZ &I IR QR2Y Sy T2 NIAGH

When the bike craze first got started people told us right away,

As you probably remember, that the horse had saw his day.

People putawayi KSANJ 6dz33ASa yR gSyid (AGAYQ WNRdzyR 2y 6K
¢tKSNB 4gSNB f2i0a FyR f20a 2F K2NASA RARyYyQl S@Sy St
L dzaSR G2 adlyR IyR ¢l G0K WSY gA0GK GKSANI 6f22YSNH
'YR L (K2dz3K{G 1BB8z21E2KBSIFaAYRIIFEYOL @A0GH

Then they gothe horseless carriage, and they said the horse was done,

YR (GKS adG2NRQa 0SSy NBLISFGISR GoSyie i(GAaAYySa o0& 9RA
Every time he gits another of his batteries to go

'S 02YSa 6K22LIAYQ 2dzi G2 GSff dza GKFdG GKS K2NRS R
I YR @ 2 dzQdRe thiegeichaiiffers, 8sthey g@K | dzZF TAY QX A i

Was gooebye to Mr. Dobbir 6 dzi > KS Ay QG ¢Syl @AdH

2 KSy (KS LIS2LX S 3IAG G2 Feteray3da Ay GKS FANIL &aQLRAS
Aswe long have been@l 8 Ay Q (KI i GKS K2NARS KlFIa KIFIR KA& RlI&od

lyR L 20LR RS THERIEBNAZ2YA G286 62dz2i tA1S YSQff adlyR

2 KSNB AGQa al¥FS>E yR ¢l GOK (KS K2NERSa KIdAZ AyQ & dz
| yR K8Qff Y8608 GKAY] & L R2Z 6KAES GKS ONRsA |5
GhKZ GKS& al @ KSdzK2 NES Imay R yES e NEA G HE

S E Kiser
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Sunday Talk in the Horse Sheds

(Old Gray Comments on the Service to His Mate)

My shoulders ache, and my knees are stiff, and it makes me want to fight
When | hear 'em sing, "O Day of Rest! O Day of Joy and Light!"

For we started late, and to get there soon we had to trot our best;
"Welcome,"-- now hear 'em- "delightful morn,sweet day of sacred rest!"

Now Parson's readin' the Scripture: "Remember the Sabbath-day

In it thou shalt not do any work* "Amen," the people say;

"Thou, nor thy son, nor thy daughter, thy cattle, thy ox, nor thy ass"
Don'tseemtoexemptth€& 2 Na Sax SKK {2 ¢SQft S (K
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Can't you step over a little? The sun comes in thisside

And it don't say a word about the wife, | reckon that's why they decide
That Sunday's a' day of rest on the farm from the labors of edaylife
Fa everything that the Lord hath madeexcept the horses and wife.

"A righteous man regardeth the life of his beastl'd smile

At the parson's text, but if | did they'd hear me for a mile;

For | trotted the last ten minutes lamel'd picked up dard, sharp stone,

An' could hear the old man growlin' because his seat was "hard as a bone."

"Could | but climb where Moses stood'but the half of them wouldn't climb ;

¢tKS@UR LIAES Ay GKS gl 32y FddAtUa Ui g2dzZ R K2fR | yQ
If they had to walk they'd do's they did when your pastern joint was sprained

They'd say 'twas too fur, an' stay at home, like they did the times it rained.

I'm goin' to write a hymn some day, an' we'll sing it out in the sheds
"Welcome, delightful morhat pours the rain upon our heads;
Welcome the slush, the snow that drifts, the mud that irritates,

The storms that bring a Sabbath rest to the cattle within the gates."

His voice was hushed, for the notes of song rose on the hallowed air
"PraiseGod from whom all blessings flowthanksgiving, praise and prayer;
"Praise him all creatures here below'man, beast, and bird and thing
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With the possible exception of the farmer's wife
who, having remained at home to prepare a dinner otkéin soup, roast beef, beets,
onions, roasting ears, salad, pudding, two kinds of pie, and fruit for her husband,
three sons, four daughters, the pastor, his wife and two children, the district secretary
of the Home Mission Society, a @ist relative from the city come out to spend the day,
and two hired men- had very little time, and not much breath,
and possibly not an evéasting, superabundant inclination to sing.

Robert Jones Burdette
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How the Old Horse Won the Bet

W¢ gl a 2y GKSromd, Y2dza GNRGOGAY3

¢tKS o0SGidAY3 YSy 6SNB 3IFGIKSNBR WNERdzyR
CNRBY FFENIIYR ySIENI GKS aONIOla¢ 6SNB (KSNB
Whose deeds the sporting prints declare:

¢tKS a¢6AFG IP YdOE hftR I ANIYQE yI 3Z

¢tKS TSSO ad Ko 5y tFSATFSNR&E oOoNIF A
With these a thirdc and who is he

That stands beside $ifast b. g.?

Budd Doble, whose catarrhal name

So fills the nasal trump of fame.

There too stood many a noted steed

Of Messenger and Morgan breed,;

Green horses also, not a few;

Unknown as yet what they could do;

And all the hacks that know so well

The scourgings of the Sunday swell.

Blue are the skies of opening day;

The bordering turf is green with May;

¢KS adzyakKAySQa 3I2f RSy 3ftSIY Aa (GKNRgyY
On sorrel, chestnut, bay, and roan;

The horses paw and prance and neigh;

Fillies and colts like kittenplay,

And dance and toss their rippled manes

Shining and soft as silken skeins;

Wagons and gigs are ranged about,

And fashion flaunts her gay turnout:

Herestands S| OK @ 2 dzi KFdef WSKdzQa
The jointed tandem, ticklish team!

And there in amplebreadth expand

The splendors of the fotin-hand,

On faultless ties and glossy tiles

The lovely bonnets beam their smiles;

0¢CKS ateftsSQa GKS YlIys a2 o0221a | @26T
¢tKS adetSQa GKS 62YlLysS FyeK260T

From flounces frothed with creamy lace

PeepsoutthepuR 2 3Qa avYdzide T OS:
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Or spaniel rolls his liquid eye,

Or stares the wiry pet of Skye,

O woman, in your hours of ease
So shy with us, so free with these!

G/ 2YS 2yH LQfft o6Sid @&
LQff YI1S8S KAY R2 AGH

What was it who wabound to do?

L RAR y2i KSINE FYR
t NI e fAadsSy Attt Yye
Scarce noticed, back behind the rest,

By cart and wagon rudely prest,

2dz Gg2 G2 2yS$S

¢ G2Aff 282dK 52y SHE
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¢tKS LI NA2yQa €SIy FyR o2yeée ol @&

Stood harnessed in his ofmrse shay

Lent to his sextondr the day;

(A funeralt so the sexton said;

Il Aa Y20KSNRa dzy Of SQa

[A1S [FTINHza O0AR G2
So looked the poor forlorn old beast;

His coat was rough, his tail was bare,

The gray was sprinkled in his hair;
Sportsmen and jockes knew him not;

And yet they say he once could trot

Among the fleetest of the town,

Till something cracked and broke him down,
tKS aGdSSRQaz GKS adit
G!'yR INB ¢S GKSy az
Ah me! | doubt if one of you

Haseverheard KS yI YS ahfR
Whose fame through all this region rung

In those old days when | was young!

. NAy3d F2NIK GKS K2NESHé !l aH KS &Kz

Not like the one Mazeppa rode;
Scantmaned, sharfacked, and shakineed,
The wreck of what was once a steed,

Lips thin, eyes hollow, stiff in joints;

Yet not without his knowing points.

The sexton, laughing in his sleeve,

la AF Wi eo8lieMB, |
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Led forth the horse, and as he laughed
Unhitched the breeching from a shaft,
Unclasped the rusty belieneath,

Drew forth the snaffle from his teeth,
Slipped off his headtall, set him free
From strap and reim a sight to see!

So worn, so lean in every limb,

Li OlFlyQli 6S GKSe& FINB &l RRfAy3a KAYH
It is! His back the pigkin strides

And flaps his lat rheumatic sides;

With look of mingled scorn and mirth

They buckle round the saddtgrth;

With horsey wink and saucy toss

A youngster throws his leg across,

And so, his rider on his back,

They lead him, limping, to the track,

Far up behind the arting-point,

To limber out each stiffened joint.

As through the jeering crowd he past,

One pitying look old Hiram cast;

GD2 AGZ &S ONRLILI Sz gKAES &S OF yH¢
Cried out unsentimental Dan;

G! BI&0GRAYYSNI F2NJ 6KS ONRgaHé

.dzRR 520t SQ&aroge02FFAY I aK2dzi

Slowly, as when the walkidgeam

First feels the gathering head of steam,

With warning cough and threatening wheeze
The stiff old charger crooks his knees;

At first with cautious step sedate,

As if he dragged a coach of state;

I SQa vy hékndws ORI

That time is weight and sure to tell;

No horse so sturdy but he fears

The handicap of twenty years.

As through the throng on either hand

tKS 2fR K2NAS ySINR (GKS 2dzRISaQ aidl yR:
LSy SHGK KAA -eeRid] S804 FSFGKSNI

He warms a lite to his gait,
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And now and then a step is tried
That hints of something like a stride.

& D 2tHEhrough his ear the summons stung
As if a battletrump had rung;

The slumbering instincts long unstirred
Start at the old familiar word;

It thrills likeflame through every limbx
What mean his twenty years to him?
The savage blow his rider dealt

Fell on his hollow flanks unfelt;

The spur that pricked his staring hide
Unheeded tore his bleeding side;

Alike to him are spur and reim,

He steps a fieryearold again!

Before the quarter pole was past,

ht R I ANYY &FARXZ a1 SQa 3I2Ay3 Tl aloé

Long ere the quarter was a half,

The chuckling crowd had ceased to laugh;

Tighter his frightened jockey clung

As in a mighty stride he swung,

The gravel flyingihis track,

His neck stretched out, his ears laid back,

His tail extended all the while

Behind him like a ratail file!

Off went a shoetr away it spun,

Shot like a bullet from a gun;

The quaking jockey shapes a prayer

From scraps of oaths he usamswear;

He drops his whip, he drops his rein,

He clutches fiercely for a mane;

I SQf t f & 3h&swhys and féetst R

I SQff af ARS o6SySIGK (GK2&aS GNI YL Ay3a KSSf
The knees of many a horseman quake,

The flowers of many a bonnet shake,

And shoutsarise from left and right,

G{GAO1 2yH aGAO]l 2YyHé¢ dal 2dd R GAIKAIH K2 dz
G/ tAy3 NRdzyR KAia ySOl yR R2yQi fSiG 32
CKIFG LI O IO SNHIH KRUER ReEH gK21I HE

But like the sable steed that bore

The spectral lover of Lenore,

ax

R
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His nostrils snortingpam and fire,

No stretch his bony limbs can tire;

And now the stand he rushes by,

' YR G{ (r24.d 2KLA YKHA YH¢ A ad GKS ONEO
{GFryR 61F01H K8§Qa 2yfeé 2dzAadG oS3dzy

| SQa KI @Ay3 2dzi GKNBS KSIia Ay 2ySH

G52y Qi NHzAK Ay FTNRY(GH KSQff &aYlFakK &2dz2NJ 6N} AYyarT
Butfol2 4 dzLJ ' yYR 3IANI} 0 GKS NBAYyaHE

Old Hiram spoke. Dan Pfeiffer heard,

And sprang, impatient, at the word;

Budd Doble started on his bay,

Old Hiram followed on his gray,

And off they spring, and round they go,

¢KS Flrad 2ySa R2Ay3 altft (KSe 1y26dé
Look! twce they follow at his heels,

As round the circling course he wheels,

And whirls with him that clinging boy

Like Hector round the walls of Troy;

Still on, and on, the third time round!

CKS@QNB GFrAfAYy3d 2FFH (KS@QNB t2aAiAy3 INRdzyRH
. dZRR 5206f Ss@failly 3 6S3IAY

5y tFTSATFSNDA a2NNBf gKAala KAia GFAfH
And see! in spite of whip and shout,

htR I ANFYQA YIFENB A& IAQAYy3I 2dziH

Now for the finish! at the turn,

The old horsa all the rest astern

Comes swinging in, with easy trot;

. & W20SH Kfthellott RA&AGF YOSR |

That trot no mortal could explain;

{2YS aFARX ahtR 5dziOKYlFy O2YS | 3l AyHE
Some took his timeg at least they tried,

But what it was could none decide;

hy8 alAR K$S O2dd RyQi dzyRSNEGI yR

What happened to his secodthnd;

One said 2:10hatO2 dzf Ry Qi 0 S

More like two twentytwo or three;

Old Hiram settled it at last;

G¢KS (AYStoowdeevelti @B FI aldHE

162

—
| —



¢KS LI NA2YQa K2NBRS KIFIR g2y (KS
It cost him something of a sweat;

Back in the ondnorse shay he went.

The parson wonderedhat it meant,

And murmured, with a mild surprise

And pleasant twinkle of the eyes,

GC¢KIG FdzySNIf Ydzad KF @S 6SSy |
Or corpses drive at doublguick;

L akKz2dzZ RyQi 62yRSNE L R
If Brother¢Jehut Y RS GKS LINI @SN

And this is all | havi® say
About that tough old trotting bay,
| dZRRdzLJH | dzZRRdzLJH DQf F y3IH D22R RI

Moral for which this tale is told:
Ahorsecani N2 (12 F2NJ I ff KSQa 2f RO
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Oliver Wendell Holmes
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The Lay of the Hospital Race

The ambulance stood near the paddock gate,
The stretcher was close at hand,

And murmurs and squeals of hysterical dames
Came dow from the crowded stand.

And Dr. Squibbs said to Dr. Squabbs:

GCKSNBEQff 0SS LIN* OGAOS Sy2dzZaK FT2NJ (g2

LQtf d1r1S GKS £S3a FyR GKS 060dzatSR ald#Z fax
Thecollaso 2y S& 32 F2NJ & 2 dzdé

The gamesters down in the slaughteripgn
Looked leery and woebegone,

And some of the pencillers turned their slates,
For the hospital race was on.

The program called it a steeplechase
That is the conventional nante

But we can call it whatever we please
The odor is just the same.

This one was rehearsed the night befp

In a small back room somewhere,

l'YR Wigla aSGiuftSR GKIFIG {YAfSe akKz2dAZR gl AlG 2y . fAY
And that Peeler go out for the air.

w¢ gl a +Ffaz FAINBSR GKIFG ¢KS .G 32 6ARS
Of the flags on the faoff bend;

That Bourbon should balk at the water jump,

And tha Guzzle turn end for end.

* % %

CKSNB gla 2yS K2 glayQi SEGSYRSR I 0AR

When the caucus was held that night
An unfortunate fellow called Famishing Flynn,
The owner of Mikehe-Bite.
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Now, Mikethe-Bite was a maiden coy,
¢ K2dzZaK KSQRealbnGn® flat; G K NB S

GLQff Lizi KAY (G2 2dzYLWAy3azXé alAR Ccféyy 2yS RIFeT

Gt SNKI LA KSQff oS 3IF22R +id GKFOGo®

G1 SQ& 2dzYLISR GKSTOolFNNRASNI 2y 0S 2NJ (gA0S
Just look it up in the guide

l'YR d F2NJ 2dzYLAy3d + FSSRYI Y
2 Kegxy KS (G1F1Sa GKFG Ay KA& &

Mike was the champion n&account

LYy S@SNeB2ySQa SeSa odzi cteyyQa:z

.dzi KS gt a aO02yaraiasSyazé FyR GKFG Ay  K2NBRS
Atones for a heap of sins.

Flynn coddled him through all manner of ills
Of liver and lungs and limb;

When equine diseases were flying about,
Mike got what was coming to him:

Quartercracks, spavins and splints and botts

l'YR aS@SNIt Y2NB KSQR KIRT
Then he caught lung fever, which left his pipes

Some more than a bit to the bad.

He was nerved behind, he was fired in front

From his pasterjoints, to his knees;

b2 ¢62yRSNJ GKS adtfSydéeé NBEIINRSR KAY
As a putrefied piece of cheese.

* * %

A scullion called Mose was given the mount

On the horse with the gangrened legs.

az2zasS ¢layQd F t2d Fd GKS K2NmASolI O1 | Od=z
But an artist at frying eggs.

It took four fingers of kitme-quick
To put him on proper edge;

With that in his hold, a fixpar gate
Was the same as a twioot hedge.
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While the horses walked in the paddock yard,

Awaiting the saddling call,

cCteyy K221SR KAa TFTfALILISNI Ay az2asSQa | N¥Y
And led him within the stall.

Gaz2al8S> GKSNB A& a2YSUKAYy3I R2Ay3I KSNBI¢

He said in his softest tones;

G¢KS GKAY3I A& FNRYSR dzLJ F2NJ . fAy] (2 6AY
LQY FSStAy3a Al Ay Yé 062ySao

GhLISYAyYy3a dzLJ G SA3IKG G2 2yS=
They have backed her clean out of sight,

And eveything looks like a corpse to her

But Slasher and Mik#he-Bite.

GL altg GKSY asaioay3a A4 Ay OKdz/1a

{ KSQ& o6 OydrRellli2 | FI NB

l'YR GKSNB glayQd I OSyid Ay GKS NARy3I FT2N KSNJ
Last Saturday when she fell!

G!' YR ySOSNI I ¢62NR RAR G(GKSe& are G2 YS
Oh,no! to the dump with Flynn!

C2N) iKSe8 RARY QU FTiAIdzZNBE htR aiA1S I OKIyOS
¢tKSe RARYQU KIF@S KAY (G2 aiAyo

& a A-theSBite was a joke to them,

And Slasher was only a lob.

hKX LQR 3A0S GKNBS FAYISNARA FNRBY Y& NARIKG KFYyR
If we could upset the job!

G b 2 g 3n, MogeaWieSan do it, too
The question is up to you.

You can run it out on that crooked bunch,
If you do what I tell you to do.

G!a | 2dzYLJAy3a 220G @&2dz FNB NRGGOGSYys az2as$s
Ly LldzidGAy3 &2dz dzLJ LQY | 21 &T
C2NJ @2dz O2dzA RYyQl NRARS Ay | . daNIizy Ol NE

Strappeddown to a bale of hay.
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G¢KS K2NBS A& 3I22RP® C2NJ 2y0S L GKAY]

LQ@S 320G KAY Ay LISNFSOG GNRYT

He will run every inch if his nigh foreleg

52S8SayQid 3ISG G22 K24 F2N KAYO®

Ga2NB23SNE a2aS> L KIFI@S &t ALILISR KAY I OKINBS
That would blow up a national bank,

Andg KSy AG 3SGa 62Nl Ay3a F2NI L€t AGQa 62NIK
You may find him a trifle rank.

GWwdzad G1F1S | 322R GA3IKEG K2fR 2F KAA&A KSIFRXZ
And keep him within the flags,

And draw your skillet and bust his slats

If you find that he loafs or lags.

G2 KSy GKS Likchlthingavia 2FF>X ¢

W, 2dzi GKS &aS0O2yR (daNy 2F (KS 0O2dzNASE

You take a good hold with your hands and teeth,

C2NJ 0KSYy KSQfft 0S 1Ig1AyaQ K2NESO®

G1SQa Fa 3I22R a4 2yS KdzyRNBR (2 2yS (2 gAYy
(A funny guy making a book

Says that means twenty to one, the ker

And eighty to one, the cook.)

GLQGS YIRS |y F3aSyd FNRBY dzLJ G4KS LWATS
Dig down in his moldy hoard

And bet six hundred straight, place and show
Two hundred across the board.

G¢KSNE 32Sa 0KS 0dafSH wSYSYOSNE az2i
The ticket is in your boot.

You keep him standing and keep him straight

LQff 3ISG 2y GKS FSyOS YR NR2(®E

Q
w»
I

* * %

The cavalcade filed through the paddock gate
And steered for the lower turn,

With a ragged collection of silks aloft

And the odor of drugs astern.
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Never, | ween, wastaugher lot,
Surmounted by coons and turks,
Stopped on the straight and narrow path
That leads to the glucose works.

A ribald shout or a mocking cheer

Saluted each equine vag

And each boy thereon as the bunch went by
On the way to the man with thitag.

* *x %

G[AYS dzLd y263 tAYyS dzZlJ y26H

GhNJ LQff Lizi &2dz ff 2y (G4KS 3INRdzyRH
Jones, what are you doing with Peeler, there?

2 Kg R2YyQl @2dz (dzNYy KAY | NBdzyRK

(=N SN

Gb2¢z 221 4G GKFEG 3FdAYySE 2y ¢K2YLBA2YQa YI
And that lobster aboard ofFhe Rat!

Say, Hogan, get straight with that goat of yours,

hNJ AGQa @2dz FYyR YS (2 GKS YIGH

G/ 2dzf RyQii KSfLJ Al SKK hKX @&2dz 02YS 27F°7F
52y Qi 3IAGS YS GKIFG 2tR odzZ f O2yH

Now, steady, there, steady! Whoa up, whoa up!

/I 2YS 2y GKSNBI 02YS 2yH D2 2yHE

* % %

w2l e& o601 Ay GUKS R2LS 2F + RFe& t2y3 RSIR:
Which haply you have forgot,

,2dzQf f FAYR GKS (G1FfS 2F GKA&A aiuSSLX SOKI &S
In figures and notes and rot.

¢tKS NBO2NR aKz2ga (GKFG F K2NRS aNl}y 2dzizé

'YR O0KIG 20KSNB AGaNBFdzaSRe¢ 2N aFStf oé
The dope nails down &he callous facts,
.dzi AG R2SayQi NBO2NR (GKS ayvyStfto
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LG R2SayQi aK2¢ o¢6KSyYy (GKS LAttt ¢Syid 277

In the carcass of Mikthe-Bite,

YR Al R2SayQi oOoNAy3d [/ KST az2alS 2dzi adNRy3
In the glare of heroic light.

Li R2SayQi NBO2NR (KS aKdJdzZRRSNE FyR GKNRTff &
That swet through the frenzied mob,

Nor gives it a hint of the deep chagrin

Of the fellows who framed the job.

However, it shows that Old Mike came down
Like the White Ghost on a tear,

And caught Blink tired at the water jump
And passed her out in the air.

w»
™M

t22a

Q¢ Q)¢
D¢ 2R
w N

LG area Ay | y20SYy a¢KS 0221
.dzi Kdzy3 GAff GKS fAYyS gl a LI
And leaves me to tell you that Famishing Flynn

Was square with the world at last.

T« N
M —
™.

Hugh Edmond Keough
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The Horse of Pete Lareau

{I ONBH &2dzreeRrdzaK YI 2fQ ¢t I
,2dz GQAY1 aKSQa aiao|l G2 1AftfH
Dees hoss make leetle sad, maytbe

But sickz no more as Bill!

L GStf &2dz wo2dzi RSSa K2NHESZ Yl 028Y

| feed him twenty year,;
{KS 6S YI FNASYQ>S YI fAF¥SI YI 22@H
kil himnow 51 G4 Q& 1j dz8 S NH

L GF1Q O0dzBEQA¥IOANI

W, 2dzi FAFGSSYy @SFNJF3A2T

5 N3 06S G4QNBS FONB Ay RS Nay3:
lyQ LJ Syie Kz2aa (2 aKz2go

I heech him in de sulky dere

lyQ LI G KAty 2y RS KSIR

G5SeQa LX Syde O2YLISGAGAZ2Y KSNBT
b2¢ aK2g e2dz R2y Qi 06S RSI RHE

L 416r1Q RS NBAY |yQ K2fQ KAY GAIKGZ
Iy Qit dé signal gun;

De pistol shoot! Ma hoss step light!

Sacre! but how she run!

Den all de hoss spread out dere nose,
De spark fly from de stone!

No odair hoss go fast like dose

W/ SLI Rokefoant Y|

Ma hoss he keep de inside track,

I Yy Q Wt diries short;

In just free mineet she be back,

l'yQ tFNBS K2fQ RS FT2NIH
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'YT RSY LQY KIF@S 2yS 2RIFANI GNEBO®
| speak to him some more

GLF @& 2 dnodBeric; =

LG YIF1S Y& ALANRG a2NBodE

| rub hees leg down wid de sponge,

Ly Q GF (Y2 RS yNBAY

WY{KS KSINJRS 3Jdzyz aKS YI1S 2yS fdzy3ISH
,2dz GQAY1l 4KS dzy RSNREGFYy Qo

She go! She go! wid hundaird feet!

Hees mane whip lak de flag!

{ KS YI 1 Q tRiwdmin€ekitn] SSa
.SKAYQ 2yS 2REFANI VI T

She feel dam sorry, dat Paree!
'S K2t Q KKBadd KSI R
lyQ aKSG KSSa Ses KS R2yQi

Datfail32 W3l Ayad KSSa ylIyYSo

Q)¢
M<
Q¢
(0p])
(0p])

w»

5Sy L &aleéx a52y Qi @2dz YAYRIZ t I NB
,2dz R2y Qi o6S Fftt G2 oflYST

.2dz 6AYy RS ySEQ 2ySs adaNBz T2N YS
l'YyQ RSNB 4SS KIF@S RS 3l YSH¢

l'yQ RSy L &aSS RIG K2NBS g+ 1S dzLk=
lyQ ly2éLaKgSd tdHE

| geeve him drink, | take one cup

¢t2 aKz2g 6S 0S FTNASYQ aidaAattrT

| sponge his leg; | smood his hair;

L dFr1Q YI aSId 0SKAYQ®

She tremble lak de leaf, wid fear!

l'yQ L 6S WFNIAR RFG aA3ayH

L K2fQ RS fAYST L ¢gFAG RS akKz2darT
L aleéx a.o0%edHNI 0SSz YI

But dees dam horse! | guess | got

One bassvood duck decoy!
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Cdzi RSNBQa RS 3dzyH yQ KSNBQaA
Dees hoss come out his grave!

{KS (15r1Q RS FTANH KSQ&a YIFIRH KS alAfzx
Lak seagull on de wavel!

No frog be scare can jump lak dat!

No fish can cutle sea.

{2 FraQ aK$S 3I2H L f2
.dzi L aleész aD2H tl+NB

YI KFEAGT
3

U» Q¢
I wmw

{KS 32 f11 o0ftAYyQH {KS KSINy2 az2dzQ
Aftair she hear dat gun.

{KS YI 1S tGaNB S 180 NBNE dzy

Gee Cryt 2 dmlfpast one!

b2¢ GKIFIG €2dz G64QAY]l Wo2dzi RIGXZ YI YSyK
¢ QNP dz3 &Ktwénty JearR S &

{KS 68 YI LIt YIF LINARSS YI FNRSYQH

L 18St KSSY y26K 5FGQa IjdzSSNH

Ivan Swift
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The Horse in War

—
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Sunlight

Sunlight, a colt from the ranges, glossy and gentle and strong,
Dazed by the multiple thundeasf wheels and the thrust of the sea,
Fretted and chafed at the changesh, but the journey was long!
h FF A OS NBawordéd pEbSti stables was he.

Flutter of flags in the harbor; rumble of guns in the street;

England! And rhythm of marchingist and the swing of the tide;
France and an Oriflamme arbor of lilies that drooped in the heat;
Sunlight, with mighty neck arching, flecked with the foam of his pride!

Out from the trenches retreating, weary and grimy and worn,

Lean little men pausetb cheer him, turning to pass to their rest;
Shrilled him a pitiful greeting, mocking the promise of morn

With hope and wild laughter to hear him answer with challenging zest.

Victory! That was the spirit! Ondbeyhad answered the thrill;
Toiled at theguns while incessant sang that invisible, dread
Burden of death. Ah, to hear it, merciless, animate, shrill,
Whining aloft in a crescent, shattering living and dead!

And Sunlight? What knew he of battle? Strange was this turmoil and haste.
Why should helinch at the firing; swerve at the mangled and slain?

Where was the range and the cattle? Here was but carnage and waste;
Yet with a patience untiring he answered to spur and to rein.

Answered, when out of disorder, rout, and the chaos of night,

Camethed2 YYl YR (2 KA& YIFAGSNE da/ 20SN) 6KS {S@SyiKQa N
On, toward the flame of the border, into the brunt of the fight,

Swept that wild wind of disaster, on with the tide of defeat.

Softly the dawrwind awaking fluttered a pennant that fell

Over the sembliace of Sunlight, stark in the pitiless day;

WARRf SR YR aftlrakKSR o6& (KS odzZ f Sia aLISR FNBY (KS
Groaning, his master beside him, patted his neck where he lay.
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G{dzy t AIKGZ Al oFayQd F2NI 3ft2NEX 9y3dflFyRX 2NJ CNIyO
h¥ GAOG2NEXIKbSRX3Afy2oAy3d GNROdzIS 2F KAAG2NRQa LISyo

Goodd @S> 2fR OKILIE F2NJLQY 3JF2Ay3aAX SIENYSR AlGX @2dzNJ F
WeF2dzaKG F2N) GKS 62NIRX y20 +y LatkryRX 28 F2dz3K0G 1

* % %

So we have sold them our horses. What shall we do with thd®gol

[Fe Ad 2y [/ KENARGeQa FfaGlF NE LHz2NOKFaAy3d O2fdzyya 27
Noble indeed are our courses, running the race as of old;

But why should we Mammonites falter? Noble indeed are our ways.

Henry Herbert Knibbs
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Troop Horses

Through lingering long months idle

They have kept you ready and fit,

All shining from hock to bridle,

All burnished from hoof to bit;

¢KS aSiG 2F @2dzNJ aAf]1 O2FGQ&a oSl dziex
The light of its lightest hair,

Wasanang dza (NP 2 LJISNDR& Rdzi e

'YR | 6 GOKTFdzZ OF LG AyQa OF NBo

Not the keenest eye could discover
The sign of the sloth on you,

From the last manéock laid over

To the nail tight in the shoe;

A blast, and your ranks stood ready;
A shout, and your saddles filled;

A wave, and your troop was ready
To wheel where the leaders willed.

GCAYS RNIgYy YR FAG G2 GKS 0dz01f SH¢
234 @2dz2NJ O2yFARSY(G [/ 2t2yStQa LINARSO®

And the faith of the ladg & h dzNJ f dzO{ Qf f

/I 2YS 0101 6KSy GKS {LINAYy3a gAyRa NARSET
And, dropping their quaint oaths dro]ly

They dragged their spurs in the mire,

Till the Western Front woke slowly

l'YR (KSe& g2y (G2 GKSANI KSINIQa RSaANBo®

They loose you now to the labours
That the needs of the hour reveal,
And you carry the proud old sabres
To cross with a tarnished steel;

So, teady¢ and keep your positioq
And stout be your hearts today,

As you shoulder the old tradition
And charge in the ancient way!

William Henry Ogilvie
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The Horse

The man who goes into thegfit,

With the heart of a volunteer,

Has the high ideal of doing right,

To conquer his pain and fear.

And the man who is forced to go,

Has his pride, and his will, and his faith,
To help him over the road of woe

To the goal of a crutch, or death.

But the $eed that is dragged from his stall,

To be plunged in the hell of war

2 Ker ¢gKIFIG R2Sa KS (y2s6 2F (KS
Or the cause he is suffering for?

And | think when he lies in his pain,

Tortured and torn by the fray,

He must long for the touch of a hdron his mane

And the fields where he used to play.

The world as we see it now

Is only half mammade;

As the horse recedes with a parting bow,
We know the part he has played.

For the wonderful brain of man,
However mighty its force,

Had never achieved iterdly plan

Without the aid of the horse.

The forests felled by hand,

By the horse were carried away;

And furrow and field were made to yield
By his willing toil each day.

He helped bring true in this age

The visions our forebears saw;

And oft was givema grudging wage,
Scant fare and a bunch of straw.

o)

2 dzy (i NB Q&

oI t =
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The horse has no passion to Kill,
Like man and the tiger and bear;
Yet slave of a murderous will,

To the front of the fight he must fare.

Now the heart of a horse has love

For the master and home it knew;

And the mind of a horse can prove
That memory dwells there, too.

Oh, I think on the blood red sod
Each wounded man prays to God;
And | think from the heart of a steed
There must rise in his hour of need
A cry for his master who, seems

A god in his equindreams.

—
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On Active Service

> GKS OFNX¥SyQa YI NBK
t NAyOSs (KS OKAf RNByQa
FlLad oSe2yR O02YLI}I NBK

2 KSNBQa 3Jftzaae .S
2 KSNFQa (KS 23Syt

2 KSNBQa {0 NI AIKID{
And Tiny Tim of fiery blerrd

D2yS (2 FAIKG GKSANI O2dzyiNBEQA ol GGt Sax
Gone to face the shot and shell,

Days of toil and nights of hunger.

Can we help, who loved them well?

N

NB chasedi)es3id) sugar lover?

NEQa KIyRaz2yYS .206azx Y& I ReQ
NBQ& t dzy OKIbcavédS alj dzANBE NRA RS &
l'YR aAaasSaQ GNILIWSN [A@Ste wkOlK

KI 01 K

N

AR R

v v W
Q¢

2

S
o]

D2y S (2 FTAIKG GKSANI O2dzyGNBQa ol Gif Sax
Gone to face the shot and shell

Wear waiting, hours of torture.

Can we help, who loved them well?

(s}

2 KSNBQa IAYISNI wedd?t = 6K2 ONRy3I&

2 KSNBQa ¢2YYéds LISGUGSR FNRY | F2I
And Norna of the Fitful Head?

2 KSNBQa ailddiaNRe W2S3I ¢gK2 KldAZa GKS O21I f K
a 0
f

K
K

Gone, all gone on Active Service,
Faithful Servants, friends of man.
We in sheltered homes of England,
Let us send the help we can.

FNASYRK

Anonymous
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A Dumb Appeal

She was a pretty, niceljannered mare

¢tKS OKAfRNBYyQa LISGizI GKS YIFadSNRa LINR
Until a man in khaki came one day

Looked at her teeth, and hurried her away.

pu
(V)
<
pu
O
Z
&
™M

With other horses packed into a train

Shehy 3SNBR F2NJ KSNJ YIFadSNRa @2A0S Ay QFAYyT

YR fFGSNE t SR WOU6AEG LXIFyla GKFEG &aO0FNB FyR aft ALl
The slung her, terrified, on board a ship.

Next came, where thumps and throbbing filled the air,
Her first experience ahal de mer

And when that oscillating trip wadone

They hitched her up in traces to a gun.

She worked and pulled and sweated with the best;
A stranger now her glossy coat caressed;

Till flashing thunderstorms came bursting round
And spitting leaden hail bestrewed the ground.

With quivering limbs, iad silky ears laid back,
She feels a shock succeed a sharper crack,
And whinnying her pitiful surprise,

Staggers and falls, and tries in vain to rise.

Alone, forsaken, on a foreign fiedd

What moral does this little record yield?

Who tends the wounded hrses in the war?
Well¢ that is what the Blue Cross League is for.

Jessie Pope
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A Prayer

Thine are the cattle on a thousand hills,
So saith the Word Divine;

And all the beasts that every forest fills,
Each one is Thine.

But Thou hast given to men the power

To capture them and tame,

To use them for their service hour by hour,
Call them by name.

Some of Thy creatures, in this time of strife,
Fight side by side with man;

And many a horse and dog gives up his life,
Does dlhe can.

O Thou who lovest all that Thou hast made,
Who madest great and small,

Hear us Thy servants, who are not afraid
To pray for all.

For men who fight we pray in our distress,

weAaa +HEt GKFIG S OFy R2Y

'YR (ySSftAy3a R24ys ¢S |alY dah CFGKSNE of Saa
TheRdzYo oSl ada G22H¢

C S Purves
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The WarHorse Buyers

¢togSyite 2F dza NARAYQ oNRyl1azX KSFRSR FT2NJ GKS g NI
TwentytopKl YR al RRf SYSYy X dzLJ Ay 06dzZalGAYyQ f2NBT

Off the ranges fast they come, hosses black and, gray

Hosses roan and calico, hosses brown and bay;

Saddle, bridle, cinch and ridebuck, you big hoss, buck!

,2dz oAttt 0SS O&KSOO LAGhdd ygIa3I OK2 A OS

WeAffSNE |

OF @t NBEX WiAttSNE FyR Ol @FHf NEZX
¢KFiQa GKS e
I.

0 KSgarddiwork, WSY ¢KSy G(KS 2dzR3AS
WeLEfSNE OF @t NBEX WiAttSNE FyR Ol @Ff NEX
CFNBgStfzx SAGSNY Y2dzydlI Ay K2aa>x FyR R2y Qi &2dz SO
Steel and lead and powder smoke, there acrost thegvay

LT AG o6layQild LQY ySdziNy¥f LQR 06S 2FF gAGK &2dz G2RI

Yy R
gl
Yy R

lff GKS NI y36&fthastrong&dfitQ O2Yo SR

Bring more in, youwrangler meyt SG WSY GFadasS GKS o6AGT

[ SG (KS 0dzAGSNA aK2g¢g SIOK LI OST WySIFGK GKS OF LI A
Goodbye, all of you today, to these Western skies;

Twice around the ring you gpsaddle off and stand

WhilethecaJi I Ay GFffASa @2dz F2NJ 6KS FTAIKGAYQ o0l YR

YR OF @ f NB X

248 ¥2NJ GKS 3JIYS
YR Ol @t NEZX

-

WeAffSNE YR OF @t NEZ WiAftSNE |
¢CKFiQa GKS gl & (GKSeé& LAO|l FyR OK?2
WeAftfSNE YR OF @FEtNEBZ WiAttSNER |
Little difference whereyougpf A AKGAY Q Aa Ay &aid2N
Little differexce where you show - most of you must die;

Western hosses, do your beggood luck, and gocdye!

Arthur Chapman
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Conscripts

On a smooth, white road in a neutral land,
With peaceful homes on either hand,

A column of conscripts, a patient flock,
Tread slowly down, down to the dock.

With halters new, of twisted rope,
Bound five abreast, no olite, no hope;
One needs a heart of flidike rock,
To watch them passdown to the dock.

ale GKS aO02YAy3a S@SyGaé¢ 2F GKAA& 3INHS&E2YS

b2 RINB (G2 aOFald UGKSANI aKIR2g 0STF2NBET
May their innocent minds have key and lock,
To shut out, why? they go dow to the dock.

Forward they go, thegadgl | y1 2 QSNE
On tossing ship, to warsound shore;

In the crowded hold, they pitch and rock,

Their quivering forms, humanity mock.

And aftert YF & CIl G4§SQ¥ordaNBI G 2 3SNJ

Ordain they meet some just reward

Forbeay 3 GKS o6FGdfSQad K2NNAoft S akKz20]
And ship them to a celestial dock.

Anna Maria Fielding
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